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To its own Tune. 


OW can I be blyth or glad, 
H Or in my mind contented be, 
When the bonny bonny lad that I loed beſt, 
Is bani'd from my company. 


Though he is baniſh'd for my ſake, 
T his true love will ſtill remain ; 
But O that I was, and I wiſh I was 
In the chamber where my true love is in, 


I dare nae come to my true love, 
I dare nae either ſport or play, 

For their evil evil tongues ate going ſo gell, 
That I muſt kiſs and go my way. 


Kifling is but a fooliſh fancy, 
It brings two lovers into fin; 
But O that I was, and I with I was 
In the chamber where my love is in, 
Vol. II, A 
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My true love is ſtraight and tall, 
T had nae will to ſay him nae, 

For with his falſe, but ſweet deluding tongue, 
He ſtole my very heart away. 


2 
K — 


The Lowlands of Holland. 


M: love has built a bonny ſhip, and ſet her on the ſea, | 
| With ſeven ſcore good mariners to bear her company; 
There's three ſcore is ſunk, and threeſcore dead at ſea, 

And the lowlands of Holland has twin'd my love and me. 


My love he built another ſhip, and ſet her on the main, 

| And nane but twenty mariners for to bring her hame, 

2 | But the weary wind began to riſe, and the ſea began to rout, 
| My love then and his bonny ſhip turn'd witherſhins about. 
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There ſhall neither coif come on my head, nor comb come 
in my hair ; 
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ö There ſhall neither coal nor candle light ſhine in my 
bower mair, 
1 Nor will I love another one, until the day I die, 
For I never lov'd a love but one, and he's drown' q in 
the ſea. | f 
O had your tongue wy daughter dear, be ſtill and be F 
content, 
There are mairlads in Galloway, ye need nae ſair lament; 


„„ 


O! there is nane in Galloway, there's nane at a? for me, 
For I never lov'd a love but ane, and he s drown'd in 
the ſea. 
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LIZZ AE BAILLIzE. 


IZ AR BAILLI1E's to Gartartan gane, 
To ſee her ſiſter JEAN ; * 

And there ſhe's met w' DUNCAN GREME, 
And he's convoy'd her hame. 


« My bonny LIZ AE BAILLIE, ; 
I'll row ye in my plaidie, 

And ye maun gang alaug wi' me, 
And be a Highland lady.” 


« I am ſure they wad nae ca' me wiſe, 
Sin I wad gang wi” you, Sir; 
For I can neither card nor ſpin, 
Nor yet milk ewe or cow, Sir.”? 


« My bonny LIZ AE BAILLIE, 
Let nane o' theſe things daunt ye; A. _— 
Ye'll hae nae need to card or ſpin, 0 7 2 
Your mither weel can want ye.” 4 RW q 
Now ſhe's caſt aff her bonny ſhoen, _ 4 
Made o' the gilded leather, | — 
And ſhe's put on her highland brogues, © 2623820 
To ſkip amang the heather: "4 
And ſhe's caſt aff her bonny gown, | 
Made o' the ſilk and ſattin, 
And ſhe's put on a tartan plaid, 
To row amang the braken. 


She wad nae hae a Lawland laird, 
Nor be an Engliſh lady; 3 BIRT + 
But ſhe wad gang wi' DUNCAN GRK MEZ. = 
And * her in his plaidie. 
: A. 2 
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She was nae ten miles frae the town, 
When ſhe began to weary ; 

She aften looked back, and ſaid, ' 
«© Farewell to Caſtlecarry. 


« The firſt place I ſaw my DUNCAN GREME I 
Was near yon holland buſh, : 

My father took frae me my rings, = 
My rings but and my.purſe. = - 

« But I wad nae gie my DUNCAN GREME 
For a' my father's land, 

Though it were ten times ten times mair, 4 
And a' at my command.“ 1 


of - 
- 
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* * * * 


o wae be to you, loggerheads, 
2 = That dwell near Caſtlecarry, 

- 4 < To let awa ſic a bonny laſs, 
4 : A Highlandman to marry. 


Gin my love were yon red roſe, 
That grows upon the caſtle wa“! 
And I myſell a drap of dew, | 
Into her bouny breaſt to fa“! 


| Oh, there beyond expreſſion bleſt 
31 I'd feaſt on beauty a' the night; 
I SeaPd on her ſilk-ſaft falds to reſt, 
FJ Fill flyed awa by Phoebns light, 
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Love is the cauſe of my mourning. 


B* NEATH a green willow's ſad ominous ſhade- 
A ſimple ſweet youth extended was laid. : 
They aſk'd what ail'd him, when ſighing he ſaid,. 
O love is the cauſe of my mourning! 


Long lov'd I a lady, fair, gentle, and gay, 

And thought. myſelf loved for many a day; 

But now ſhe is married, is married away, 
And love is the cauſe of my mourning ?. 


. | 
And when deck'd as a bride to the kirk ſhe did go, 
With bride-men and maidens, with pomp and with ſhow,. : 
She ſmil'd in appearance—ſhe ſmiPd, but was. woe; 
O love is the cauſe of my mourning ! 
#”' $8 #* 0 
And when I had ſeen my love taken to bed, 
And when they all kiſo'd the bridegroom and bride, 
Heavens! thought I, and muſt he. then ly by her ſide Y 
O love is the cauſe of my moyrning ! * 


Now dig me, companions, a grave dark and deep, 

Lay a ſtone at my head and a turf at my feet, 

And O I'll ly down, and I'll take a long fleep,, 

Nor wake for ever and ever! — 


12» 


| : * „ * * 
O0OD morrow, fair miſtreſs, the beginner. of ſtrife; ' 
I took ye frae the begging, and made ye my wife :: © * 
It was your fair outſide that firſt took my ee, 


But this ſal be the laſt time my face ye fall ſee. 
A3 . 
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Feyye on ye, ill woman, the bringer o' ſhame, 
The abuſer o' love, the diſgrace o' my name; 
The betrayer o' him that ſo truſted in thee : 
But this is the laſt time my face ye ſall ſee. 


To the ground ſhall be razed theſe halls and theſe bowers, 
DefiPd by your luſts and your wanton amours : 

I'II find out a lady of higher degree, 

And this is the laſt time my faee ye Call ſee. 


* ** * — 


* * = * 


ALSE luve! and hae ze played me this, 
In the ſimmer mid the flowers? 
J fall repay ze back again, 
In the winter *mid the ſhowers. 
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Bot again, dear luve, and again, dear luve, 
Will ze not turn again? 
As ze look to ither women, | 2 
Shall I to ither men. 1 
3 Z 
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1 * * * * 


MY bonny, bonny May, 
Will ye not rue upon me; 
A ſound, ſound fleep I'll never get, 
Until I lye ayont thee, 


* 
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I'll gie ze four-and-twenty gude milk kye, 
Were a' caft in ae year, May ; 

And a bonnie bull to gang them by, 

That blude-red is his hair, MA. 


I hae nae houſes, I hae nae land, 
I hae nae gowd or fee, Sir; 
I am o'er low to be your bryde, 


Zour lown I'll never be, Sir. 
S 0 $-- 
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HUMOROUS SONG S; 


Nom Deary. 


WAS early in the morning a morning of May, 
A ſoldier and a laſſie was wauking aſtray ;  - 
Cloſe down in yon meadow, yon meadow brow,' 

J heard the laſs cry, My apron now, 

My apron, deary, my apron now, 

My belly bears up my apron now, 5 

But I being a young thing, was eaſy to woo, 

Which maks me cry out, My apron now. 


O had I ta'en counſel o father or mother, 
Or had I adviſed wi” ſiſter or brother, 
But I being a young thing, and eaſy to woo, 
It makes me cry out, My apron now, 

My apron, deary, Sc. 


Your apron, deary, I muſt confeſs, 
Seems * the ſhorter, tho? naething the leb; 
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Then had your tongue, deary, and I will prove trus, 
And nae mair cry out, Your apron now. 

Your apron deary, Cc. Your belly, Sc. 
1 Then had your tongue, c. | 


Auld ROB MoRR1s. 


Ex. 


ULD RoB Monis that wins in yon plen, , #2 
He's the king of good fallows, and wale of auld men, 1 

Has fourſcore of black ſheep, and fourſcore too; | 

Auld RoB MokR1s is the man ye maun lue. 


SCH TT © Ro 


Had your tongue, mither, and let that abee, 

For his eild and my eild can never agree: 

They'll never agree, and that will be ſeen ; 
For he is fourſcore, and I'm but fifteeng;, * 


Is: * 
5 - 
+ 
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Had your tongue, doughter, and lay by your pride, | 1 
For he's be the bridegroom, and ye's be the bride: 
He ſhall ly by your fide, and kiſs ye too; 
Auld RoB MoRR1S is the man ye mau lue, 
: . - ; 1 
DOUCHTER, 

„ Auld Ro Moxr1s I ken him fou weet, | - * 

His a— ſticks out like ony peet-creel, | 
He's-out-ſhin'd, in-knee'd, and ringle-eye'd too; F. 


Auld RoB Mo RRIs is the man I'll ne'er lue. 
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M ITH E Re 


"Tho' auld Ro MoRR1s be an elderly man, 
Yet his auld braſs it will-buy a new pan; 
Then, douchter, ye ſhoudna be ſo ill to ſhoo, 


For auld RoB MoRRI1s is the man ye maun lue, 


DOUCH-F:R Ro 


But auld Ro Mons I never will hae, 

His back is ſo ſtiff, and his beard is grown gray: 
I had titter die than live w! him a year; 

dae mair of Ro B Monis I never will hear, 


— 2 a W 


Auld Goodman. 


ATE in an evening forth I went, 
I A little before the ſun ga'd down, 
And there I chanc'd by accident, | x 

To light on a battle new begun : > 

A man and his wife was faen in a ſtrife, 

I cayna weel tell you how it began ; 

But ay ſhe wail'd her wretched life, 
And cry'd ever, Alake, my auld goodman. 


UH E. "= 
Thy auld 3 that thou tells of, "Ml 
The country kens where he was born, | | | 
Was but a filly poor vagabond, 
And ilka ane leugh him to ſcorn ; a 
| For he did ſpend nd mak an end 
Of gear that his forefathers wan, 
Vor. II. | B 
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He gart the poor ſtand frae the door, 
Sae tell nae mair of thy auld goodman. 


— 


My heart, alake, is liken to break, 
When I think on my winſome Join, 
His blinken ee, and gait ſac free, 
Was naething like thee, thou dozen'd drone, 
His roſie face, and flaxen hair, 
And a ſkin as white as ony ſwan, 
Was large and tall, and comely withal, 
And thou'lt never be like my auld goodman, 


n E IE l 

Why doſt thou pleen? I thee maintain, 8 1: 

For meal and mawt thou diſna want; F 
But thy wild bees I canna pleaſe, 
, Now when our gear 'gins to grow ſcant, 
Of houſehold ſtuff thou haſt enough, 

Thou wants for neither pat nor pan; 

Of ſicklike ware he left thee bare, 

Sae tell nae mair o' thy auld goodman. 


Yes, I may tell, and fret my ſell, 
To think on theſe blyth days I had, 
When he and I together lay 
In arms into a weel made bed : 
But now I ſigh and may be ſad, | 
Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan, 
Thou falds thy feet, and fa's. aſleep, 55 
And choul't ne'er be like my auld goodman. 8 we FB 
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Then coming was the night ſae dark, 
And gane was a? the light o day; 
The carl was fear'd to miſs his mark, 
And therefore wad nae langer ſtay. 
y 
Then up he gat, and he ran his way, | 
I trow the wife the day ſhe wan. 
And ay the o'erword o' the fray 
Was ever, Alake, my auld goodman. 


Auld SIR S1MON the King, 


Om x ſay that kiſling's a ſin, 
But I ſay that winna ſtand : 
It is a moſt innocent thing, 
And allow'd by the laws of the land. 


f it were a tranſgreſſion, \ 
The miniſters it wonld reprove ; 

But they, their elders and ſeſſion, 
Can do it as weel as the lave. 


Its lang ſince it came in faſhion, 
I'm ſure it will never be done, 

As lang as there's in the nation, 
A lad, laſs, wife, or a lown. 


What can I ſay more to commend it, 

 Tho' I ſhould ſpeak all my life? 

Yet this will I ſay in the end o't, 
Let ev'ry man kiſs his ain wife, 


Let him kiſs her, clap her, and dawt her, = 
And gie her benevolence due, 32 
And that will a thrifty wife mak her, $ | 
And ſae I'll bid farewell to you. | 33 


B > 
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Auld Wife beyont the Fire. 


HERE was a wife won'd in a glen, 1 

And ſhe had dochters nine or ten, - Wy 

That ſought the houſe baith butt and ben, 7 

To find their mam a ſniſhing. | | : 

The auld wife beyont the fire, = - 
The auld. wife anieſt the fire, 3 
Ne auld wife aboon the fire, J 

She died for lack of ſniſhing *, bs 


Her milt into ſome hole had fawn, 
Whatrecks, quoth ſhe, let it be gawn, 
For I maun hae a young goodman 

Shall furniſh me with ſniſning. 9 

The auld wife, &c | b 


Her eldeſt dochter ſaid right bauld, 
Ty, mother, mind that now ye're auld, 
And if ye with a yonnker wald, 
He'll waſte away your ſaiſhing. 
The auld wife, & ce. | . 


The youngeſt dochter gae a ſhout, 

O mother dear! your teeth's a out, 
Beſides ha'f blind, you hae the gout, - | 1 
Your mill can had nae ſniſhing. q A 
Tie auld wife, & c. f 


lays Ved, ye limmers, cries auld mump, 
'F For I hae baith a tooth and ſtuwp, . 


27 
4 


* Sniſhing, in its Vteral meaning, is ſnuff made of tobacco 
dut in this ſong it means ſomerunes 3 huſbaah 
ves money, Cc. 
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And will nae langer live in dump, 

By wanting o' my ſniſhing,. 

' The auld wife,. &c.. 

Thole ye, ſays Pre, that pauky ſlut, 
Mother, if you can crack a nut,. 
Then we will a' conſent to it, 

That you ſhall have a ſiüſhing. 

Die anld wife; &. 


The auld ane did agree to that, 
And they a piſtol-bullet gat ; 
She powerfully began to crack, 
To win herſelf a ſhiſhing. 
The auld wife, &c.. 


Braw ſport. it was to ſee her chow't, 
And *tween her gums ſae ſqueeze and row't,, 
While frae her jaws the ſlaver flow't, 


And ay ſhe curs'd poor ſtumpy. 
The. auld wife, & c. 


At laſt ſhe gae a deſperate ſqueeze; 
Which brak the auld tooth by the. neez,, 
And ſyne poor ſtumpy was at eaſe, 

But ſhe tint hopes of ſniſhing. 

The aud wife, &c. 
She of the taſk began to tire, 
And frae her dochters did retire, 
Syne lean'd her down ayont the fire; 
And died for lack of ſuiſhing. 
The auld wife, &c. 


Ye auld wives, notice weel this hs 
Sues ACE mark of mouth; | 
; B 1 


| 565 
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Ne'er do what's only fit for youth, 
And leave aff thoughts of ſniſhing : 
Elſe like this wife beyont the fire, 
| Your bairns againſt you will conſpire ;- 
Nor will ye get, unleſs ye hire, | 
A young man with your ſuiſhinug. 


* ” 
2 Pro 45 Þ 
— * 
«Yr 


- - \ - - _ —_— — — 4 . 
— * _— = = g — — . ——5— 3 
> Gag le 1 = map _ b i - > a - », R_ — —— > 
- — > _— — - - . — 
—. h ED 
AR. 99 3 
— "= "we «Ae 22 —_ =_ — > 
2 4 K 4 4 a { — - - _— — * ** $44 * ___ A 
"4 : LE . 83 | * : * , * : — - 444 ” l , 
> 7 - . : * - " 
* Mg 8 * wed 
: : F , 71 p P Ws - by * £ = p 
— 5 ” 5 i * o 3 » © vo C bt % ES y 
. , i . : 
a N 4 . A . * : *k a * 
20 Es . 1 N 2 * b 
- N * a FA 
* * 
* - 


ANDRo and his Cutty Gun. 


Ly TH, blyth, blyth was ſte, 
Blyth was ſhe butt and ben; 
And weel ſhe loo'd & Hawick gill, 
And leugh to ſee a tappit hen. 
She took me in, and ſet me down, 
And heght to keep me lawin-free ;; 
But, cunning carlin that ſhe was, 
She gart me birle my bawbie. 


We loo'd the hquor weel enough; 
But waes my heart my caſh was done, 
Before that I had queneh'd my drowthz. *'- 
And hith I was to paung my ſhoon. - 
When we had three times twom'd-our 


And the neiſt chappin-new begun, 
In ſtarted, to heeze np our hope, 
Young ANDRO wi” his cutty gun. \ 


The carlin brought ker kebbuck ben, 


Wi girdle-cakes weel toaſted broww- 


Weel does the catmy kimmer ken 


Tuber gar the feuds gae glibber donn. 


top, 
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We cad the bicker aft about; | 
Till dawning we ne'er jee'd our bun: 
And ay the cleareſt drinker out, 
Was ANDRO WY his cutty gun. 


4 He did like ony mavis ſing, 
And as ] in his oxter Cit, . 
He ca'd me ay his benny thing, 
And mony a ſappy kiſs I gat. 
I hae been: eaſt, I hae been weſt, 
I hae been far ayont the ſun ; 
But the blytheſt lad that e er I faw, 
Was ANDRO wi' his cutty gun. 


Bagrie o't. 


1 T think on this warld's pelf, 
And how little I hae o't to myſelf; 

I ſigh when I look on my thread-bare coat, 

And ſhame fa” the gear and the bagrie Ot. 


Jon x N was the lad that held the plongh, 

But now he has got gond and gear enough; 
„ 
And ſhame fa", &c. 


Jex way the laſs that mucked the byre, 
But now ſhe goes in her ſilken attire ; 

And ſhe was a laſs who wore a plaiden coat, 
Aud ſhame i, G6. 8 
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Yer a' this ſhall never danton me, 
Sae lang's J keep. my fancy free; 
While I've but a penny to pay t' other pot, 
May the d—1 take the gear and the bagrie ot. 


Birks of. Abergeldie.. 


Tun O it ance a loneſome life, 
A loneſome life, a loneſome life, 

thought it ance a loneſume life, 
To ly ſae lang my lane, jo: 
But wha would not my cafe regret? 
Since-I- am curſed wi' a mate, 
What once I long'd for, now I hate; 
I'm quite-another man, jo... 


When I was full out nineteen years, . 
Out nineteen years, out nineteen years, 
When I was full out nineteen years, 

L held my head fu. high, jo-; 

Then I reſolv'd to tak a. laſs, . 

Ne'er thought on what wad come to paſs, 
Nor look'd in matrimony's glaſs, 

Till headlong down I came, jo. 


Before the fatal marriage -day, 

80 keen was I, ſo keen was I, 

J reſted neither night nor day, 

But wander'd up and down, jo. 

Fo pleaſe her I took meikle care, | 
Ane wad hae thought 1 ſought nae mair, , 
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In the wide warld to my ſhare, 
But her wrapt in her gown, jo. 


My ain ſma' ſtock did ſcarce defray, 
Did ſcarce defray, did ſcarce defray, 
My ain fins? ſtock did ſcarce defray, 
Half of the marriage-charge, jo; 
For things belanging to a houſe, 

J gave till I left ne'er a ſouce; 

O but I'm turned wond'reus douſe, 
And ſiller's nae ſae large, jo. 


Her father, and her friends likewiſe, 

Her friends likewiſe, her friends likewiſe, 
Did had her out for ſuch a prize, 

I thought nae labour loſt, jo. 

I dre(yd myſel from neck to heel, 

And a' was for a gilded pill; 

Now I would wiſh the meikle deil. 

Had her, and pay the coaſt, jo. 


Her father ſent a ſhip to ſea, 

A ſhip to ſea, a ſhip to ſea, 

When it returas, quoth he to me, 

I'll pay you ilka plack, o. 
The ſervants grumble, goodwife raves, 
When hungry ſtomach for them craves, 
Now I am tauld by the auld knave,. | 
The ſhip will ne'er came back, jo. 
Alack-a-day, what will J do, 

What will I do, what will I do 7 
Alack-a-day what will I do? 

The honey-month is done, io. | 


* 
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And ſiller ſcarcely will be braſs, 
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My glitt'ring gold is all turn'd droſs, 


I've nothing but a bonny laſs, 
And ſhe's quite out of tune, jo. 


Yet ſhe lays a' the blame on me, 
The blame on me, the blame on me, 
Says I brought her to miſery, 

This is a weary life, jo. 

Id run to the wide warld's end, 

If I cou'd leave but her behind; 

I'm out o' hopes ſhe'll ever mend; 
She's prov'd a very wife, jo. 


Now, bachelors, be wiſe in time, 

Be wiſe in time, be wiſe in time, 
Tho? ſhe's ca'd modeſt, fair and fine, 
And rich in goud and plate, jo; 

Yet ye'll have cauſe to curſe hard Fate, 
If once ſhe catch you in her net ; 

Your blazing ſtar will ſoon be ſet ; 
Then look before you leap, jo. 


— 
„ 


For fainneſs, deary, I'll gar ye keckle, 


Conſider in time, if leading of monkies 


Bob of Dumblane. 


As 1x, lend me your braw hemp heckle, | 
And I'll lend you my ripling kame 


If ye'll go dance the Bob of Dumblane, 
Haſte ye gang to the ground of your trunkies, 
Buſk ye braw, and dinna think ſhame ; 


Be better than dancing the Bob of Dumblane, * 
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Be frank, my laſſie, leſt I grow fickle, "ah £ 
And tak my word and offer again, 
Syne ye may chance to repent it meikle 
Ye did not accept of the Bob of Dumblane, 
The dinner, the piper, and prieſt ſhall be ready, 
For I'm grown dowie wi' lying my lane; 
Away then leave baith minny and dady, 
And try wi? me the Bob of Dumblane. . 


Butter May. 


N yonder town there wons a May, 
Snack and perfyte as can be ony, 

She is ſae jimp, ſae gamp, ſae gay, 
Sae capornoytie, and ſae bonny ; 

She has been woo'd and loo'd by mony, 
But ſhe was very ill to win; 

She wadna hae him except he were bonny, 
Tho? he were ne'er ſae noble of kin. 


Her bonnyneſs has been forſeen, 

In ilka town baith far and near, 
And when ſhe kirns her minny's kirn, 

She rubs her face till it grows clear; 
But when her minny did perceive 

Sic great inlack amang the butter, 
Shame fa' that filthy face of thine, 

'Tis creeſh that gars your grunzie glitter. 
There's Dunkyſon, Davyſon, Robie Carneil, 
The laſs wi the petticot dances right weel. 

Sing Stidrum, Stouthram, Suthrum Stonny, 
An ye dance ony mair we'ſe tell Meſs JOuNY. 
Sing, &c. | | | 


* 
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Blythſome Bridal. 


Y let-us a' to the bridal, 
For there will be lilting there, 
For Jock's to be married to MAGG1E, 
The laſs wi the gowden hair. 
And there will be langkail and porridge, 
And bannocks of barley-meal, 
And there will be good ſawt herring, 
To reliſh a cogue of good ale. 
Fy let us, &c. | 


And there will be SawNEy the ſoutar, . 
And WILL wi' the meikle mou: 
And there will be T a the blutter, 
With ANDREW the tinkler I trow ; 
And there will be bow'd-legged Ro BIE, 
With thumbleſs KA TIE's goodman ; 
And there will be blue-cheeked DowBte, 
And LAWRIE the laird of the land. 
Fy let us, &c. 


And there will be ſowlibber PAT I, 

And plucky-fac'd War 7 th' mill, 

Capper-nos'd FRAN CIE, and GiBB1E 
That wons in the how o' the hill; 

And there will be AL AS TER S1BB1E, 
Wha in wi” black Bessy did mool, 

With ſnivling LILLY, and TiBBy, 
The laſs that ſtands oft on the ſtool. 

Fy let us, &c. 


And Munk that was buckled to STENNIE, 
And coft him grey breeks to his arſe, 
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"Wha after was hangit for ſtealing, 
Great mercy it happen'd nae warſe : 
And there will be gleed GroRDY JANNERS, 
And Kirsn wi' the lily-white leg, 
Who gade to the ſouth for manners, 
And bang'd up her wame in Montineg. 
Fy let us, &c. 


And there will be Ju pEN Męcrlov ix, 
And blinkin daft BARBARA MACLEG, 
Wy flea-lugged ſharney-fac'd Lawrir, 
And ſhangy-mou'd halucket ME G, 
And there will be happer-arsd NANs v, 
And fairy-fac'd FLOWAIE by name, 
Muck MAPDIE, and fat-hippet Gr1sY, 
The laſs wi' the gowden wame, = _ 
Fy let us, &c. {If £ 


And there will be girn-again G1BBy, 
WY his glaiket wife JeEnNY BELL, 
And meaſly-ſhin'd Mud co MACAPIE, 
The lad thiat was Kipper himſel: 

There lads, and laſſes in pearlings, 
Will feaſt i' the heart of the ha', 

On ſybows, and rifarts, and carlings, 
That are baith ſodden and raw. 
Fu let us, &c. | 


And there will be fadges and EY | 
With fouth of good gabbock of ſkate, $4: 
Powſowdie, and drammock, and crowdie, - * 
And caller nowtfeet in a plate. 
Aud there will be partens and buckies, 
And whytens and ſpaldings enew, 
Wan. IL. C | % 
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And ſingit ſheepheads, and a haggies, 
And ſcadlips to fup till-ye ſpue. 
Fy let us, &c. 


And there will be lapper!d-milk kebbucks, 
And ſowens, and farles, and baps, 
With ſwats, and well-ſcraped paunclies, 
And brandy in ſtoups and in caps: 
And there will be mealkail and caſtocks, 
And ſkkink to ſup till ye rive; 
And roaſts to roaſt on a brander 
Of flowks that were taken alive. 
y let us, &c. 


Scrapt haddocks, Wilks, dulſe and tangles, 
And a mill of good ſniſhing to prie; 
When weary with eating and drinking, 
We'll riſe up and dance till we die. 
Ten fy let us a' to the bridal, 
For there will be lilting there, 
For Jo c x to be married to MAGG1EF, 
The laſs wi the gowden hair. | 


_ .:. | 4” 
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. e Jolly Beggar. 
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| * ** was a jolly beggar, and a begging he was 
3 bound, EN | . 


And he took up his quarters into a land art town, 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving 
Sae late into the night, 
Aud we'll gang nae mair a roving, boys, © 
Let the moon ſſine ne er [ae brioht. 
Aud we'll gang nae mair a rotring. 


Fe wad neither ly in barn, nor yet wad he in byre, 
But in ahint the ha' door, or elſe afore the fire. 
And ue ll gang nae mair, &c. 


The beggar's bed was made at &'en wi good clean ſtraw 


and hay, 
And in ahint the ha? door, and there the beggar lay. 


And we'll gang nde mair, &c. 


vp raiſe the goodman's dochter, ———_—_—— 
And there ſhe ſaw the beggar ſtandin i“ the floor, 


And we'll gang nde mair, &c. 


He took the laſſie in his arms, and to the bed he ran, 
© hooly, hooly wi' me, Sir, ye*'ll waken our 8 
And we'll gang nae mair, &c. 


The beggar was a cunnin' * and ne'er a word he 
ſpake, 
Until he got his turn 3 ſyne he 3 — to crack. 
And we'll gang nae mair, &c. 


Is there ony dogs into this town ? Maiden, tell me true: 

And what wad ye do wr them, my hinny and my dow? 
Ang we'll gang nae mair, &c. 

They'll rive a“ my mealpocks, and do me meikle wrang. 

© dool for the doing o't! are ye the poor man? 
And we'll gang nate mair, &c. KX 


Then the took up the mealpocks and flang them 54 


the wa', 


The d—I gae wi' the mealpocks, my maideahead «nd 2's. 


And 25 N garg nae mair, &c. 


C 2 
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I took ye for ſome gentleman, at leaſt the Laird ok 

1717 Brodie; 

11 O dool for the doing 't! are ye the. poor bodie ? 

| . And we'll gang nae mair, &c. 

| He took the laſſie in his arms, and gae her-kiſſes three, 

TY! And four-and-twenty hunder mark to-pay the nurice-fees 

. And we'll gang nae mair, &c. | 

He took a horn frae his ſide, and blew baith loud and 

Quill, 

And four-and-twenty belted knights came "TY o'er 

the bill. 


And we'll gang nae mair, kee. 


And he took out his little knife, loot a' his duddies fa“, 
And he was the braweſt gentleman that was amang 


them a'. 
| | Aud we'll gang nae mair, &c. 
1 3 The beggar was a cliver Ioon, and. he lap ſhoulder height, 


O ay for ſicken quarters as I gat yeſternight. 
And we'll gang nae mair, &c. 


a. — 


The Humble Beggar. 


N Scotland there liv'd a humble beggar, 
He had neither houſe, nor hald, nor hame, 
But he was weel liked by ilka bodie, 
And they gae him ſunkets to rax his wame. 


A nivefow of meal, and handfow or groate, 
A daad of a bannock or herring-brie, 
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Cauld parradge, or the lickings of plates, 
Wad mak him as blyth as a beggar could be. 


This beggar he was a humble beggar, 
The feint a bit of pride had he, 
He wad a ta'en his a'ms in a bikker 


Frae gentleman or poor. bodie. 
His wallets ahint and afore did hang, 
In as good. order as wallets could be; 
A lang kail-gooly hang down by his. ſide, 
And a meikle nowt-horn to rout on had he-. 


It happen'd ill, it happen'd warſe, 
It happen'd ſae that he did die; 
And wha do ye think was at his late-wak,. 
But lads and laſſes of a high degree? 


Some were blyth, and ſome were ſad,. 
And ſome they play'd at blind Harrie ; 
But ſuddenly up-ſtarted the auld. carle, 

I redd you, good folks, tak tent o' me. 

Up gat KATE that ſat i the nook,, +... = 
Vow kimmer and how do ye? _. — 
Up he gat and ca'd her limmer, | 
And ruggit and. tuggit her cockernonie.. 


They houkit his. grave in Duket's . 2. Fg 
E'eu fair fa' the companie ; | 4. | 
But when they were gaun to lay him v th“ W 8 
The feint a dead nor dead was he. _ 


And whe they bronght him to Duketꝰs ares. 


Ha dunted.on the kiſt, the boards did flie.;, 91 
| C3 % of TRIES >. 
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And when they were gaun to put lim i“ the yicd, 
In fell the kiſt, and out lap he. 
He cry'd, I'm cald, I'm unco cald, 
Fu” faſt ran the folk, and fu' faſt ran he; 
But he was firſt hame at his ain ingle-ſide, 
And he helped to drink his ain dirgie. 


— — 


Country Laſs. 


A LTHO' I be but a country laſs, 
Vet a lofty mind 1 bear—0, 
And think myſell as good as thoſe 
That rich apparel wear—O. 
Altho? my gown be hame-ſpun grey, 
My ſkin it is as ſoft—O, | 
As them that ſattin weeds do wear, 
And. carry their heads aloft—O. 


What tho? I keep my fathÞr's ſheep ? 
The thing that muſt be done 0, 
With garlands of the fineſt flow'rs 
To ſhade me frae the ſun—O. 
When they are feeding pleafantly, 
Where graſs and flowers do ſpring— 0; 
Then on a flow'ry bank at neon, 
I ſet me down and fing—O. - 


My Pa ifley piggy cork'd with fage, 
Contains my drink but thin—0. 
Ne wines do e'er my brain entage,. 
or tempt my mind to ſin—0O, 


Tn 
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My country curds and wooden ſpoon 
I think them unco ſine—0, 

And on a flowery bank at noon 
I ſet me down and dine—0. 


Altho' my parents cannot raiſe 
Great bags of ſhining gold —0, 
Like them whoſe daughters now-a- days 
Like ſwine are bought and ſold— 0; 
Yet my fair body it ſhall keep 
An honeſt heart within—O, 
And for twice fifty thouſand crowns 
I value not a pin—0. 


L uſe nae gums upon my hair, 
Nor chains about my neck —0, 
Nor ſhining rings upon my hands, 

My fingers ſtraight to deck —0. 
But for that lad to me ſhall fa?, 

And I have grace to wed—OQO;. 
I'll keep a jewel worth them a', 

I mean my maidenhead—Q. 


If canny Fortune give to me 
The man I dearly love—O, 
Tho' we want gear I dinna care, 
My hands I can improve—0. 
Expetting for a bleſſing ſtill 
Defcending from above, 
Then we'll embrace and ſweethy kiſa, 
Repeating tales of love—0. 


Je. 
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Claut the Caldron. 


AVE you any pots or pans, 
1 Or any broken chandlers ? 
Tam a tinker to my trade, 
And newly come frae Flanders, 
As ſcant of filler as of grace, 
_ Diſbanded, we've a bad run; 
Gar tell the lady of the place, 
I'm. come to clout her cauldron; 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 


Madam, if you have wark for me, 
I'll do't to your contentinent, 
And dinna care a ſingle flie 
Far any man's reſentment ;- 
For lady fair, though I appear- 
To ev'ry ane a tinker, 
Yet to yourſell I'm bauld to tell, 
I: am a gentle jinker. 
; Ea adrie, didle, didle, &c: 


Love Jur1TER into a ſwan: 
- Turn'd for his lovely EE DA; 
He like a bull o'er meadows ran, 
To carry aff Europa. : 
Then may not I, as well as he; 
To cheat your Argos blinker, 


And win your love like mighty JovEx;. 


Thus hide me in a tinkler. 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 
Sir, ye appear a cunning man, 

Du this fine plot-yowll fail in, 


— 
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For there is neither pot nor pan 
Of mine you'll drive a nail in. - 
Then bind your budget on your back, 
And nails up in your apron, 
For I've a tinkler under tack. 
That's us'd to clout my caldron. 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. - - = 


Carle came o'er the Craft. 


HE carl he came o'er the craft, 
And his beard new ſhaven, 

He look'd at me, as he'd been daft, 
The carle trows that I wad hae him. 

Hout awa, I winna hae him, 
Na, forfooth, I winna hae him! 

For a' his beard be new ſhaven, 

Ne'er a bit will I hae him, 


A ſiller broach he gae me nieſt, 
To faſten on my curchea nooked, 

I wor'd awi. upon my breaſt ; | 
But ſoon, alake ! the tongue o't crooked 3+ 


Aud ſae may his, I winna hae him, * 12 
Na, forſboth, I winna hae him, © I 
Ane twice a bairn's a laſs's jeſt, 2 


Sae ony fool for me may hae him. = 


The carl has nae fault but ane ; dg es)! 
For he has lands. and dollars plenty; 2 
But wae's me for him! ſkin and bane 
Ls no for a plump laſs of twenty. 


or 
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Hout awa, I winna hae him. 
Na, forſooth, I winna hae him! 
What ſignifies his dirty riggs, | 
And caſh, without a man wi' them. 


But. ſhou'd my canker'd dady gar 
Me tak him gainſt my inclination, | 


I warn the fumbler to beware, 


That antlers dinna claim their ſtation, 
Howt awa, I winna hae him! 
Na, forſooth, I winna hae him! 
I'm fleed to crack the haly band, 
, Sae lawty ſays, I ſhou'd nae hae him. 


Caſt away Care. 


ARE, away gae thou frae me, 
For I am no fit match for thee, 

Thou bereaves me of my wits, 
Wherefore I. hate thy frantic fits: 
Therefore I will care no moir, 
Since that in cares comes no reſtoir ; 
But 1 will ſing hey down a dee, 
And caſt doilt care away frae me. 


If I want, I care to get, 
The moir-I have, the moir 1 fret; 
Love I much, I care for moir, N 1 
The moir I have I thiuk I'm poor: 2 5 
Thus grief and care my mind oppreſs, | 
Nor wealth nor wae gives no redreſs ; 
Therefore I'll care no moir in vain, 
Since care bas colt me meikle pain, 


© Et N 
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Is not this warld a ſlidd'ry ball? 
And thinks men ſtrange to catch a fall ! 
Does not the ſea baith ebb and flow ? 
And Fortune's but a painted ſhow. 
Why ſhou'd men take care or grief, 
Since that by theſe comes no relief ? 
Some careful ſaw what careleſs reap, 
And waſters ware what niggarts ſcrape. 


Well then, ay learn to knaw thyſelf, 
And care not for this warldly pelf : 
Whether thy ſtate be great or ſmall, 
Give thanks to GoD whate'er befall. 
Sae ſall thou than ay live at eaſe, 

No ſudden grief ſhall thee diſpleaſe: 
Then may'it thou ſing, hey down a dee, 
When thou haſt caſt all care frae thee. 


Cock Laird. 


COCK laird fou cadgie, 
ä With JE NN did meet. 
He haws'd her, he kiſdd her, 

And ca'd her his ſweet. 

Wilt thou gae alang 

Wi me, JENNY, JENNY ? 
Thouſe be my ain lemmane, 

Jo JENNY, quoth he. 


If I gang alang wi? ye, 
Ye mauna fail : 

To feaſt me with caddels * 
And good hacket-kail, 
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The deil's in your nicety, 
JeNnNY, quoth he, 


| Mayna bannocks of bear-meal 


Be as good for thee, 


And I maun hae pinners, 
With pearling ſet round, 
A ſkirt of puddy, 
And a waiſtcoat of brown, 
Awa' with ſilk vanities, 
JENNY, quoth he, 
For kurchis and kirtles 
Are fitter for thee. 


My lairdſhip can yield me 
As meikle. a year, 
As had us in pottage 
And good knockit beer: 
But having nae tenants, 
O JENNY, Jexxy, 
To buy ought I ne'er have 
A penny, quoth he. 


The Borrowſtoun merchants 
Will fell you on tick, 

For we maun hae braw things, 
Abeit they ſoud break. 


When broken, frae care 


The fools are ſet free, 
When we mak them lairds 
In the Abbey, quoth ſhe, © a 


— — 
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Dainty DAV IE. 


SHITE fops in-ſaft Italian verſe, 
Ilk fair ane's-een and breaſt rehearſe, 
While ſangs abound and ſenſe is ſcarce, 
Theſe lines I have indited: 
But neither darts ror arrows here, 
VENUS nor Cue rD ſhall appear, 
And yet with theſe fine ſounds I ſwear, 
p The maidens are delighted. 
1 ' I avas ay telling you, 
Lucky NaNnsSY, lucy Nansy, 
Auld ſprings wad ding the new, "v5 
But ye wa never trow me. AR 


Nor ſnaw with crimſon will T mix, 
To ſpread upon my laſfe's cheeks ; 
And ſyne th' unmeaning name prefix, 
| M1RANDA, CHLOE, or PHILLIS. 
I'll fetch nae ſimile frae Jove, | * 
My height of extaſy to prove, | A 
| Nor ſighing—thus—preſent my love, 3 
k With roſes eke and lilies. = -*. © nm 
I was ay telling you, &c. . 3 


But ſtay.—I had amaiſt forgot ; 4 

My miſtreſs and my ſang to boot, 

And that's an unco faut I wat; 

1 But, NANSY, *tis nae matter. 

| e ſee I clink my verſe wi rhyme, 

And ken ye, that atones the crime; " 
VoL., II. D | $3 


— 


K TT as] 31 


38 S$SCOTS SONGS. 


Forby, how ſweet my numbers chyme, 
And ſlide away like water. 
I was ay telling you, &c. 


Now ken, my reverend ſonſy fair, 
'Thy runkled cheeks and lyart hair, 
Thy half-ſhut een and hodling air, 
Are a' my paſſion's fewel. 
Nae ſkyring gowk, my dear, can ſee, 
Or love, or grace, or heaven in thee ; 
Yet thou haſt charms anew for me, 
Then ſmile, and be na cruel. 
Leez me on thy ſnawy pow, 
Lucky NANCY, lucky NAN cx, 
Dryeſt wood will eithe/t low, 
And, NANCY, ſae will ye now, 


Troth I have ſung the ſang to you, 

Which ne'er anither bard wad do ; 

Hear then my charitable vow, 
Dear venerable NANSY. 

But if the warld my paſlion wrang, 

Aud ſay ye only live in ſang, 

Ken I deſpiſe a ſland ring tongue, 

And ling to pleaſe my fancy. | 

Leez me on thy, &c. 


Druken Wife o' Gallowa. 


OWN in yon meadow a couple did tarrie, 
Thegoodwife ſhe drank naething but ſack and Canary, 
The goodman complain'd to her friends right airly, 
Pin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly. 
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| Firſt ſhe drank Crommy, and ſyne ſhe drank Garie, 
| And ſyne ſhe drank my bonny grey marie, 
| Fhat carried me thro? the dubs and the lairie, 

O gin, &c. 


She drank her hoſe, ſhe drank her ſhoon, 

And ſyne ſhe drank her bonny new gown ; 

She drank her fark that cover'd her rarely, 
O! gin, &c. | 


Wad ſhe drink her ain things, I wadna care, 

But ſhe drinks my claiths I canna weel ſpare; 

When I'm wi? my goſlips, it angers me ſairly, 
O! gin, &c. 


My Sunday's coat ſhe has laid it a wad, 

The belt blue bonnet e' er was on my head: 

At kirk and at market I'm cover'd but barely, 
O gin, &c. 


Pg 


My bonny white mittens I wore on my hands, 
Wi' her neighbour's wife ſhe has laid them in pawns ; 
My bane-headed ſtaff that I loo'd ſo dearly. 

O. gin, &c. 


T never was for wrangling nor ſtrife, 
Nor did I deny her the comforts of life, 
For when there's a war, I'm ay for a parley, 
| O! gin, &c. | 4 


When there's oy money, ſhe maun keep the purſe : 
If I ſeek but a bawbie, ſhe'll ſcold and ſhe'll curſe; 
She lives like a queen, I ſcrimped and ſparely. 
Q! gin, &. 
D 2 
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A pint wi' her comers I wad her allow, 
But when ſhe ſits down, ſhe gets herſel fu”, 
And when ſhe is fu? ſhe is unco camſtarie. 
O gin, &c. 
When ſhe comes. to the ſtreet, ſhe roars and ſhe rants, 
Has no fear of her neighbours, nor minds the houſe wants; 
She rants up ſome fool ſang, like, Up your heart, CHARL1E. 
O gin, &c. 
When ſhe comes hame, ſhe lays on the lads, 
The laſſes ſhe. ca's them baith b -s and j—s8, 
And ca's myſel' ay ane auld cuckold carlie. 
O gin, &c. 


For our lang Biding here. 


HEN we came to London town, 
: We dream'd of gowd in gowpens here,. 
And rantingly ran up and down, 
In riſing ſtocks to buy a ſkair :. 
We daftly thought to row in rowth, 
But for our dafſin paid right dear; 
The lave will fare the-war-in trouth; 
For our lang-biding here. 


But when we fand our purſes toom, 
And dainty ſtocks began to fa', 

We hang our lugs, and wi' a gloom, 

Sund at ſtockjobbing ane and a”. 

If ye gang near the South- ſea houſe, 
The Whillywhas will grip your gear 

_ a* the lave will fare the war, 
For our lang biding here. 


. & 4 
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For the ſake of Somebody. 


. R the ſake of ſomebody, 
For the ſake of ſomebody r 


I coud wale a wikter-night' 


For the ſate of ſomebody. 
J am gawn to ſeek a wife, 


I am gawn to buy a plaidy ; 


I have three ſtane of woo ; 


Carling is thy doughter ready? 


For the ſake, &c. 


BETTY, laſſie, ſay't thy ſell, 


Tho' thy dame be ill to ſhos; 

Firſt we'll buckle, then we'll tell, 

Let her fiyte and ſyne come to: 
What ſignifies a mither's gloom, 

When love and kiſſes come in play? 
Shou'd we wither in our bloom, 

And in ſimmer mak nae hay ? 


For tie jake, &9. 


S H. E. 


Bonny lad, I carena by 


Tho? I try my luck wi” thee, 


Since ye are content to tye 


The ha'f-merk bridal- band wi” me; 
Pll flip hame and waſh my feet, 

And ſteal. on nens fair and clean, 
Syne at the tryfting- place we'll meet, 
To do but what my dame man 


Hos the ſake, &c. 
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H E. 


Now my lovely BET TV gives 

Conſent in ſick a heartſome gait, 
It me frae a' my care relieves, 

And doubts that gart me aft look blate ; . 
Then let us gang and get the grace; 

For they that have an appetite 
Should eat, and lovers ſhould embrace; 

If theſe be fau'ts, tis Nature's wyte. 

For the ſake, &c. 


*-— tro » wt. ” y ̃æ ͤͤ— — 3 —— —— — „ 
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Gae pu' the gowan in its prime, 


Fy gar rub her o'er wi' Strae. 


IN ye meet a bonny laſſie, 
Gre her a kiſs and let her gae; 


But if ye meet a dirty huſſy, 


Fy gar rub her o'er wi' ſtrae. wer 
Be ſure ye dinna quit the grip 

Of ilka joy when ye are young, 
Before auld age your vitals nip, 

And lay you twafald o'er a rung, 


Sweet youth's a blyt'i and heartſome time; x 


Then, lad: and laſſes, while tis May, 


Before it wither and decay. 
Watch the ſaft minntes of delyte, 

When JENN Y ſpeaks beneath her breath, 
And kiſſes, laying a' the wyte 
On you, if ſte kepp ony ſKaith. 


: 
; 
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Haith ye're ill bred, ſhe'll, ſmiling, ſay, 
Yell worry me, ye greedy rook ; 
Syne frae your arms ſhe'll rin away, 
And hide herſell in ſome dark nook. 
Her laugh will lead you to the place - 
Where lyes the happineſs ye want,, | 
And plainly tell you to your face, 
Nineteen nayſays are haff a grants 


Now to her heaving boſom. cling, 

* And ſweetly toolie for a kiſs: 

1 Frae her fair finger whoop a ring, 
As taiken of a future bliſs. 

Theſe bennifons, I'm very ſure, > 
Are of the gods indulgent grant; 

Then, ſurly carles, whiſh't, forbear 
To plague us wi' your whining cant. 


a 


"IF" 


Fint a crum of thee ſhe fa's. 


1 RN hameward, my heart, again, 

7 And bide where thou waſt wont to be, 

Thou art a fool to ſuffer pain, 
For love of ane that loves not thee * 

My heart, let be ſick fantaſie, | =; 
Love only where thou haſt: good cauſe ; 

Since ſcorn and liking ne'er agree, 

The fint a crum of thee: ſhe fa's.. + 


To what effect ſhou'd thou be thrall ? I: 
Be happy in. thine ain free-will, 


„ 
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My heart, be neyer beſtial, 

But ken wha does thee good or ill: 
And hame with me then tarry ſtill, 

And ſee wha can beſt play their paws,, 
And let the filly fling her fill, 

For fint a crum of thee ſhe fas. 


Tho” ſhe be fair, I will not feinzie, 
She's of a kin wi? mony mae : 
For why? they are a felon menzie 
That ſeemeth good, and are not ſae. 
1 My heart, take neither ſturt or wae 
For Mr o, for MARJORVY, or MAUSE ; 
Bur be thou blyth, and let her gae, 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe. fa's. 


Remember how that MED EA 
Wild for a ſight of Ja$0N yied; 
Remember how young CRESS1D A 
Left Fro1L:Us fer Di0MEDEt; 
Remember HELEN, as we. read, 
Brought Trogfrom: bliſs unto bare wa's ; 
Then let her gae where ſhe may ſpeed, 
For fint a.crum. of thee ſhe fa's, 


Becanſe ſhe ſaid, I took it ill, 
For her depart my heart was ſair, 
But wag beguil'd ; gae where ſhe will, 
Beſhrew the heart that firſt takes care; 
But be thou merry, late and air, 
This is the final end and claus, 
And let ker feed and fooly fair, 
For fiut a erum of thee ſhe fa's. 


% 


— 


ICOTS SONGS ig 


Ne'er dunt again within my breaſt; 
Ne'er let her flights thy courage (pill, 
Nor gie a ſob, although ſhe ſneeſt, 

She's ſaireſt paid that gets her will. 
She gecks as gif I meant her ill, | 
When ſhe glaiks paughty in her braws 3: 
Now let her ſnirt and fyke her ful, 
For fint a erum of thee ſhe fa's. 


Fee him, father, ſee him. 


SAW ye joxNx cumin, quo” ſhe, 
Saw ye JOuNY cumin; 
O ſaw ye Jonny cumin, quo” ſhe, 
Saw ye Jon N cumin ; 
O ſaw ye JouNyY cumin, quo” ſhe, 
Saw ye Jonny cumin; 
Wo his blew bonnet on his head. 
And his dogie riunin, quo? ſhe,, 
And his dogie rianin? - Aa 
O fee him, father, fee him, quo” ſhe, 
Fee him, father, fee him ; 
O fee him, father, fee him, quo” ſhe; 

Fee him, father, fee him; yn 
For he is a gallant lad, and a well-doin, quo (8 © 
And a* the wark about the town | 
Gaes wi” me when. I ſee him, quo' ſhe, * 

Gaes wi” me when I ſee hun, ? 


o what will I do wi' him, quo" He, 
What will F do wi” him? 


* 
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He has ne'er a coat upon his back, 
And I hae nane to gi'e him. 

I hae twa coats into my kiſt, 
And ane of them I'll gie him; 

And for a merk of mair fee 
Dinna ſtand wi him, quv' ſhe, 
Dinna ſtand wi” him. 


For weel do I loe him, quo? ſhe, weel do I loe him; 
For weel do I loe him, quo? ſhe, weel do I loe him. 
O fee him, father, fee him, quo! ſhe, ' 

Fee him, father, fee him; 
He'll ha'd the pleugh, thraſh in the barn, 

And crack wi' me at e'en, quo? ſhe, 

And crack wi” me at e'en, 


Fumbler's Rant. 


2 OME carles a' of fumbler's ha', 
\ And I Will tell you of your fate, 
Since we have married wives that's bra, 
And canna pleaſe them when 'tis late; 
& pint we'll tak our hearts to chear ; 
What fau'ts we hae our wives can tell; 
Gar bring us in baith ale and beer, 
The auldeſt bairn we hae's ourſell. 


Chriſt'ning of weans we are redd of, 
The pariſh prieſt this he can tell; 

We aw him nought but a grey groat, 
The off'ring for the houſe we in<dwell, 
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Our bairns's tocher is a' paid, 
We're maſters of the gear ourſell; 
Let either well or wae betide, 
Here's a health to a'“ the wives that's yel. 


Our nibour's auld ſon and the laſs, 
Into the barn amang the ſtrae, 
He gripp'd her in the dark begueſs, 
And after that came meikle wae. 
Repentance ay comes afterhin', 
It coſt the carle baith corn and hay; 
We're quat of that wi' little din, 
Sick croſſes haunt ne'er you nor I. 


Now merry, merry may we be, 
When we think on our neighbour Ro B tf, 
The way the carle does, we ſee, 
- WY his auld ſon and doughter M4aGG1r ; 
Boots he maun hae, piſtols, what not ? 
The hufly maun hae corkit ſhoon : 
We are nae ſae ; gar fill the pot, 17 
We'll drink to a' the hours at e'en. . 


Here's health to JOHN MAacxay we'll drink, 
To HuGniExg, ANDREW, BoB, and TA; 
We'll fit and drink, we'll nod and wink, 
It is o'er ſoon for us to gang. 
Foul fa" the cock, he'as ſpilt the play, 
And I do trow he's but a fool, 
Well ſit a while, tis lang to day, 
For a' the cocks they rave at Yool. 


Since we have met, we'll merry be, 
The foremoſt hame ſhall bear the mell: 
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Fl ſet me down, leſt I be fee, 
For fear that I ſhould bear't myſell. 
And I, quoth Ro B, and down fat he, 
The gear ſhall never me outride; 
But we'll take a ſoup of the barley brie, 
And drink to our ain yell fire- ſide. 


— 


Green grows the Raſhes. 
PEGGY. 


: Y Jocx y-blyth, for what thou'ſt done, 
There is nae help nor mending ; 

For thou haſt jog'd me out of tune, 
f 08 For a' thy fair pretending. 
My mither ſees a change on me, 
q A For my complexion daſhes, 

* And this, alas ! has been with thee 
ae late amang the raſhes. 


* 


Jo ckxx. 


t, 


— — 


My PEGGY, what I've ſaid I˙II do, 
Io free thee from her ſcouling; 
Come then-and let us buckle to, 
Nase langer let's be fooling; 
For her content I'll inſtant wed, 
'Since thy complexion dafhes ; 
And then we'll.try a. feather-bed, | 
_ "Tis ſafter than the raſhes. 3 
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PEGGY. 


Then, Jo c xx, ſince thy love's ſo true, 
Let mither ſcoul, I'm eaſy: 
'Sae lang's I live I ne&er ſhall rue 
For what I've done to pleaſe thee. 
And there's my hand T's near complain; 
Oh! wells me on the raſhes : 
Whene'er thou likes Il do't again, 
And a fig for a' their claſhes, 


N 2 acl L 
ue, 
HE pawkie auld carl came o'er the lee, ag C 1" 
Wi' mony good e'ens and days to me, whe Av 
Saying, Goodwife, for your courteſie, What 
Will you lodge a filly poor man ? 
The night was-cauld, the carl was wat, 
Aud down ayont the ingle he ſat; 
My doughter”'s ſhoulders he *gan to clap, 
And cadgily ranted and ſang. ho 


O wow ! quo” he, were I as free, 

As firſt when I ſaw. this country, 

How blyth and merry wad I be! 
And I wach never think lang. 

He grew canty, and ſhe grew fain; 

But little did her auld minny ken 

What thir flee twa together were ſay'ng, © 1 
When wooing they were ſae thrang, 7 
Vo. II. E 


Gaberlunzie Man. 
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And O!] quo? he, an ye were as black 
As &er the crown of my dady's hat, 
is I wad lay thee by my back, 

And awa wi me thou ſhou'd gang. 
And O! quo) ſhe, an I were as white, 
As er the ſnaw lay on the dike, 

I'd clead me btaw and lady like, 
And awa' wi thee I would gang. 


Between the twa was made a plot ; 
They raiſe a wee before the cock, 
And wilily they ſhot the lock, 
And faſt to the bent are they gane. 
Vp in the morn the auld wife raiſe, 
Aud at her leiſure pat on the chaiſe ; 
Syne to the ſervant's bed ſhe gaes, 
To ſpeer for the ſilly poor man. 


'She gaed to the bed where the beggar lay, 
The ſtray was cauld, he was away, 
She clapt her hand, cry'd, Waladay ! 

For ſome or̃ our geer will be gane. 
Some ran to coffers, and ſome to kiſts, 
But nought was ſtown that cou'd be miſt-; 
She danc'd her lane, cry'd, Praiſe be bleſt ! 
I have lodg'd a leal poor man. 


Since naething's awa, as we can learn, 

The kirn's to kirn, and milk to earn, 

| Gae butt the houſe, laſs, and waken my bairn, 
And bid her come quickly ben. 

The ſervant gade where the doughter lav, 

The ſheets was cauld, ſhe was away, 

And faſt to her good wife *gan ſay, 
She's aft wi the gaberimue- Site. 
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O fy gar ride, and fy gar rin, 
And haſte ye find theſe traytors again; 
For ſhe's be burnt, and he's be flain, 
The wearifu' gaberlunzie-man, 
Some rade upo' horſe, ſome ran a fit, 
The wife was wood, and out o' her wit: 
She cou'd na gang, nor yet cou'd ſhe fit, 
But ay ſhe curs'd and ſhe ban d. 


Mean time far hind out o'er the lee, 

Fu' ſnug in a glen, Where nane cou'd ſee, 

The twa with kindly ſport and-glee, 1 
Cut frae a new cheeſe a whang : 

The priving was good, it pleas'd them baith, 

To lo'e her for ay, he gae her his aith. F 

Quo? the, To leave thee I will be laith, 
My winſome gaberluazie-man. 


O kend my minny I were wi' you, . 
Ill-fardly wad ſhe crook her mou, * 
Sick a poor man ine'd never trow, - 
After the gaberlunzie-man.' 
My dear, quo he, ye're yet o'er youngy. by . 
And ha' nae learn'd the beggars tongue, 
To follow me from town to town, 
And carry the gaberlunzie on. 


Wo cauk aud keel I'll win your bread, 4 
And ſpindles and whorles for them wha need, yy 


445 


Whilk is a gentle trade indeed, WS 
To carry the gaberlunzie on. | BOS J 
I'll bow my leg, and crook my knee, 
And draw a black clout o'er my eye, 
A cripple or blind they will ca“ me, "= 
While we ſhall be merry and 8 
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Glancing of her Apron. 


N January laſt, - 
On Munanday at morn, 

As through the fields I paſt, 
2B To view the winter __ 
| I looked me behind, 
And ſaw come o'er the know, 

And glancing in her apron, 
| 4 | With a bonny brent brow, 


[ : I faid, Good-morrow, fair maid, 
7 And ſhe right courteouſſy 
3 Return'd a beck, and kindly. ſaid, 
| ; Good-day, ſweet Sir, to you, 
\ I ſpeir'd, my dear; how far awa. 
E - Do ye intend to gae ? 
Quoth ſhe, I mean a mile or twa. 
Out oer yon broamy brae. 


HE, 
* Fair maid, I'm thankfu* to my fate, 
| To have ſick» company; | 
For I'm ganging ſtraight that gate, 
Where ye intend to be. 
When we had gane a mile or twain, . 
1 faid to her, my dow, | 
May we not lean us on this plain, 
And kiſs your bonny mou. 


SH E. 


2 Kind Sir, ye are a wi miſtane; 
For I am nane af theſe, 


* 
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T hope you ſome mair breeding ken, 
Than to rufle womens claiſe: 

For may, be I have choſen ane, 
And plighted him my vow, 

Wha may do wi” me what he kes, 
And kiſs my bonny mou”. 


H E. 


Na, if ye are contracted, 

I bae nae ma to ſay : 
Rather than be rejected, 

I will gie o'er the play; 
And chuſe anither will reſpect 

My love, and,on ew; 


And let me claſp her round the neck, 


And kiſs her bonny mow. 
S H E. 


O Sir, ye are proud:hearted, 
And laith to be ſaid nay, 
Elſe ye wad ne'er a ſtarted-. 
For ought that I did. ſay ; 
For women in their. modeſty, 
At firſt they. winna bow; 
But if we like your company; . 
We'll prove as kind as you. 


E 3 
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: Gypſie Laddie *. 


HE gypſies came to our good lord's gate, 
And wow but they ſang ſweetly ; 
They ſang ſae ſweet, and ſae very complete, 
Thet down came the fair lady. 


And the came tripping down the ſtair, 
And a' her maids beſore her; 

As ſoon as they ſaw her well-far'd face, 
They coolt the glamer o'er her. 


Gae tak frae me this gay mantile, 
And bring to me a plaidie; 

For if kith and kin and a” had ſworn, 
I'll follow the, gypſie luddie. 


Yeſtreen I lay in a weel-made bed, 
And my good lord beſide me; 
This night I'll ly in a tenant's barn, 

Whatever ſhall betide me. 


John Faw was chief or king of the gypfies in James IV“ 
time. James IV. about the year 1595 iſſued a proclama- 
tion, ordaining all ſheriffs, &c. to aſſiſt Joha Faw in ſeizivg 
and ſecuring fugitive gypſics, and that they ſtould lend him 
their priſons. ſtocks, ſetters, &c, for that purpoſe ; charging 
the lieges that none of them moleſt, vex, unquiet, or trouble 
the ſaid Faw and his company in doing their lawſul buſineſs 

within the realm, and in their paſſing, remaining, or going 
forth of the ſame, under penalty: and charging all ſłippers, 
maſters of ſhips, and mariners within our realm, at all ports 
and havens to receive ſaid John and his company upon their 
expences for furthering them furth of the realm to parts be- 
youd ſea, | 


| 
. 
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| 
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Oh! come to your bed, fays Jonny FAA, 
Oh ! come to your bed, my deary ; 

For I vow and ſwear by the hilt of my ſword, 
That your lord ſhall nae mair come near ye. 


I'll go to bed to my Jo N NY FAA, IF 
And I'll go to bed to my dearie; | 

For I vow and ſwear by what paſt yeſtreen, 
That my lord ſhall uae mair ceine near me. 


I'll mak a hap to my JoxnNy FAA, | 

And 1'il make a hap to my dearie ; * ' 
And he's get a' the coat gaes round, 

And my lord ſhall nae mair come near me, 


And when our lord came hame at e'en, 
And ſpeir'd for his fair lady, 

The tane ſhe cry'd, and the other reply'd, 
She's awa w' the gypſie laddie. 


Gae ſaddle to me the black, black ſteed, 
Gae ſaddle and mak him ready; : 

Before that I either eat or ſleep, 
I'll gae ſeek my fair lady. 


And we were fifteen well made men, 
Altho' we were nae bonny; 

And we were a put down but ane, £ 
For a fair young wanton lady. 


* 
FF * — 
- — 


Hey JENNY come down to vers 
&f 
TOCK Y he came here to woo 


On ae feaſt-day when we were fu? ; 
And JENNY pat on her belt array, 
When ſhe heard Jocxy was come that way,” © 


a 


% 
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Jenny ſhe gaed up the ſtair, 
Sae privily to: change her ſmock; - 
And ay ſae loud as her mither did rair, 
Hey, JENNY, come down to JOCK. 


JENNY ſhe came down the ſtair, 2 
And ſhe came bobbin and bakin ben; 

Her ſtays they were lac'd, and her waiſt it was jimp, 
And a bra“ new-made manco gown. 


Jock took her be the hand, 
O Jenxy, can ye fancy me 

My father is dead, and he *'as left me ſome has; | 
And bra' houſes twa or three; 


And I will gie them a' to thee. 

A haith, quo' Jenxy, I fear you mock.. 
Then foul fu' me gin I ſcorn thee ; 

If ye'll be my Jexxy, I'll be your Jo c 


Iz Nux lookit, and ſyne ſne leugh, 
Ie firſt maun get my mither's conſent. 
A weel, goodwife, and what ſay ye? 
Quo? ſhe, Jo cx, I'm weel content. 


IE x N to her mither did ſay, 

O mither, fetch us ſome good meat; 
A piece of the butter was kirn'd the day, 
That Joc kx and T thegither may eat. 


 Jocxy unto Jenny did ſay, . 
Jenny, my dear, I. want nae meat; 

It was nae for meat that I came here, 

But a' for the love of you, Jenny, my dear. 


Then Jo cx and JeNNyY were led to their bed, | 
> Aud Jocxy he lay neiſt the ſtock ; 
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And five or fix times ere break of day, 
He aſk'd at JENNY. how the lik d Jo c x. 


Quo? IE N NV, dear Joc x, you gie me content, 
I bleſs my mither for gieing conſent: 

And on the. next morning before the firſt cock, 
Our Jexay did cry, I dearly love Jo c x. 


Jzwxy ſhe gaed up the gait, 
Wy a green gown as fide as her ſmock ;. 
And ay ſae loud as her mither did rair, 
Vow firs | has nae JENNY got JOCK. 


Jeaxy,. where haſt thou been. 


; JEANY, JEANY, where haſt thou been? 
Father and mother are ſeeking of thee, . 
Ye have been ranting, playing the . 
Keeping of Jo c x y company. 
O BeTTy, I've been to hear the mill clack;. 
Getting meal groumd for the family, 
As fow as it gade, I brang hame the ſack, 
For the miller has taken nae _mowter frae me. 


Ha! Jeavny, JeAaNr, there's meal on your back, . 


The miller's a wanton billy, and flee; 
Tho? victual's come hame again hale, whatreck, 
I fear he has taken his mowter aff thee. 
And, BETTY, ye ſpread your linen to bleach, 
When that was done, where cou'd you be? 
Ha! laſiy I ſaw ye ſlip down by the hedge, . 
And wanton WILLY was following thee.. 
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Ay, Jeany, JEANY, ye gade to the kirk; 
But when it ſtcail'd, where cou'd thou be? 
Ye came nae hame till it was mirk, 
They ſay the kiſſing clerk came wi' ye. 
O lilly laflie, what wilt thou do? | 
If chou grow great, they'll heez thee high: 
Look to your ſell, if Joc x prove true, 
The clerk frae crecpies will keep me free. 


JzxNy dang the weaver. 


Mirnrx dear, I 'gin to fear, 
Tho? I'm baith good and bonny, 
I winna keep; for in my ſleep, 
J ſtart and dream of Jonny. 
When JoxNy then comes down the glen, 
To woo me, dinna hinder ; 
But with content gi' your conſent, 
For we twa ne'er can finder, 


Better to marry, than miſcarry ; 
For ſhame and ſkaith's the clink o't ; 
To thole the dool, to mount the ſtool, 
I downa bide to think o't; 
Sae while tis time, I'll ſhun the crime, 
That gars poor Epps gae whinging, 
With haunches fow, and een ſae blew, 
To all the bedrals bingeing. 
Had Eppy's apron bidden down, 
The kirk had ne'er a kend it; 
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But when the word's gane thro? the town, 
Alake how can ſhe mend it ! 

Now Tam maun face the miniſter, 
And ſhe maun mount the pillar : 

And that's the way that they maun gae, 
For poor folk hae nae ſiller. 


Now had ye'r tongue, my doughter young, 
Replied the kindly mither, 
Get JouNny's hand in haly band, 
Syne wap your wealth togither. 
I'm o' the mind, if he be kind, 
Ye'll do your part diſcreetly ; 
And prove a wife, will gar his life, 
And barrel run right ſweetly. 


_ 


Jocky fou, Jexxy fain, 


Oc xx fou, Jx NN fain, 
Jexnxy was nae ill to gain, 
She was couthy, he was kind, 
And thus the wooer tell'd his mind: 


JENNY, I'll nae mair be nice, 
Gre me love at ony price, 
I-winna prig for red or whyt, 
| Love alane can gre delyt. 
Others ſeek they kenny what, 

In looks, in carriage, and a? that; 
Give me love for her I court: 
Love in love makes a' the ſport, 


wW. 
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Colours mingled unco fine, 
Common motives lang ſinſyne, 
Never can-engage my love, 

Until my fancy firſt approve. 


It is na meat, but appetite 
That makes our eating a delyt ; 
Beauty is at beſt deceit ; 

Fancy only kens nae cheat. 


JENNY NETTLES. 


AW ye JENNY NETTLES, 
Jenny NETTLES, JENNY NETTLES, 

'Saw ye JENNY NETTLES, 

Coming frae the market ; 
Bag and baggage on her back, 

Her fee and bountith in her lap; 
Bag and baggage on her back, - 

And a babie in her oxter. 


I met ayont the kairney, 

JenNNY NETTLES, JENNY NeTTUES, 
"Singing till her bairny, 

ROBIN RATTLE's baſtard ; 
To flee the dool, upo' the ſtool, 

And ilka ane that mocks her, | | , 
She round about, ſeeks'RoB1N out, 

To ſtap it in his oxter. 


"Ty, fy! RoBIN RATFLE, 
ROBIN RATTLE, ROBIN RATTLE ; ; 
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Fy, fy! RoBiN RATTLE, 
Uſe JENNY NETTLES kindly ; 
Score out the blame, and ſnun the ſhame, - 
And without mair debate o't, 
Tak hame your wain, make JENNY fain, 
The leel and leeſome gate o't. 


JohN OCHILTREE, 


| 2 man Jonn OCHILTREEz; 
Mine ain auld Jo RN OCHIL TREE, 
Wilt chou come o'er the moor to me, 
And dance as thou was wont to de? 
Alake, alake, I wont to do! 
Ouon, ohon! I wont to do! 
Now won't-to-do's awa? frae me, 
- Frae filly auld JonN OCHILTREE. 
Honeſt man, JouN OCHIL TREE; 
Mine ain auld Jo#N OCHIL TREE : 
Come anes out o'er the moor to me, | 
And do what thou dow to do. LN: - 
Alake, alake ! I dew to do ! 
Walaways ! I dow to do 
To whoſt and hirple o'er my tree, 
My bonny moor-powt, is a' I may do, 


Walaways ! Jof#N OCHIL TREE, IT 
For many a time I tell'd to thee, . 
Thou rade ſae faſt by ſea and land; 


And wadna keep a bridle hand ; * 
Vol. II. F ag 
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Thou'd tine the beaſt, thyſell wad die, 
My ſilly auld Jo N OcAHILTREE. 
Come to my arms, my bonny thing, 
And chear me up to hear thee ſing ; 
And tell me o'er a' we hae done, 

For thoughts maun now my life ſuſtain, 
Gae thy ways, JOHN OCHIL TREE : 
Hae done ! it has nae ſae wi' me. 

T'!l ſet the beaſt in throw the land, 
She'll may be fa' in a better hand; 

Even ſit thou there, and drink thy fill, 
For I'll do as I wont to do ſtill. 


Kirk wad let me be. 


1 Was anes a weel-tocher'd laſs, 


My mither left dollars to me ; 
But now I'm brought to a poor paſs, 
My ſtepdame has gart them flee. 
My father is aften frae hame, 
And ſhe plays the deel with his gear ; 
She neither has lawtith nor ſhame, 
And keeps the hale houſe in a ſteer. 


She's barmy*fac'd, thriftleſs and bauld, 
And gars me aft fret and repine ; 

While hungry, ha'f-naked and cauld, 
I ſee her deſtroy what is mine : 

But ſoon I might hope a revenge, 

And ſoon of my ſorrows be free, 

My poortith to plenty wad change, 

If ſhe were hung up on a tree. 
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Quoth RinG AN, wha lang time had loo'd 
This bonny laſs tenderly, | 
I'll tack thee, ſweet May, in thy ſnood, 
Gif thou wilt gae hame with me, 
'Tis only yourſell that I want, 
Your kindneſs is better to me 
Than a' that your ſtepmother, ſcant 
Of grace, now has taken frae thee. 


I'm but a young farmer, its true, 
And ye are the ſprout of a laird; 
But I have milk- cattle enow, 
And routh of good rucks in my yard; | , 
Ye ſhall have naithing to faſh ye, 
Sax ſervants ſhall jonk to thee : 
Then kilt up thy coats, my laſſie, 
And gae thy ways hame with me. 


The maiden her reaſon employed, 
Not thinking the offer amiſs, 
Conſented, —while RING AN Oerjoy'd, 
Receiv'd her with mony a kiſs. . 
And now ſhe ſits blyth ſingan, 
And joking her drunken ſtepdame, „ 
Delighted with her dear RING Ax, 
That makes her good ife at hame. 


Tune, Laſt Time I came ober the Muir. 


2 blytheſt lads, and laſſes gay, 5 i: 
Hear what my ſang diſcloſes z "* 
As I ze morning ſleeping lay, oy; 


Upon a bank of roſes, . e's 
| ; F 2 | - 
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Young JANE whiſking o'er the mea; 
By good luck chanc'd to ſpy me; 

He took his bonnet aff his head, 
And ſaftly ſat daun by me. 


Jamie tho! I right meikle priz'd, 
Yet now I wadaa ken him; 

But with a frown my face diſguis'd, 
And ſtrave away to ſend him. 

But fondly he ſtill nearer preſt, 
And by my ſide-down lying, 

His beating heart thumped ſae faft, 
I thought the lad was dying. 


But ſtill reſolving to deny, 
An angry paſſion feigning, 
I aften roughly ſhot him by, 
With words full of diſdaining. 
Poor JAM1E bau kd, nae favour wins, 
Went aff much diſcontented ; 
But I, in truth, for a' my ſins 
Ne'er haff ſue ſair repented. 


—— 


Low down in the Broom. 


Y daddy is a canker'd carle, 

He'll nae twin wi' his gear; 
My minny ſhe's a ſcalding wife, 
Hads a' the houſe a- ſteer: 

But let them ſav, or let them do, 
It's a aue to me 3 + 

Fer e's low down, he's in the bros, 
That's waiting on me © 5 
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| Waiting on me, my love, 
He's waiting on me; 

For he's low down, he's in the broom; 
That's waiting on me. 


My aunty KATE ſits at her Wheel, 
And ſair ſhe lightlies me; 
But weel ken I it's a' envy, 
For ne'er a jo has ſhe, 
But let them, &c. 


My couſin KATE was ſair beguil'd 
Wi' JouNyY ' the glen; 
And ay ſinſyne ſhe cries, Beware 
Of falſe deluding mens 
But let them, &c. 


Gleed SANDY he came weſt ae niglit, 
And ſpier'd when I ſaw PATE; 
And ay ſinſyne the neighbours round 
They jeer me air and late. - 
But let them, &c.. 


Now JENNY ſſie's gane down the broom, 
And it”; to meet wi PATE; 

But what they ſaid, or what they did, 
Tia needleſs. to repeat * 


But they ſeem'd blyth and weel content: 
Sae merry mat they be 

For a conſtant ſwan has PRTIE prov, 
And nae leſi kind was ſhe: 


Ye'ave waited.on me, my love, - 
Leave waited on me, 
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Yeave waited lang amang the broorn,, 
Now I am bound to thee : 


Sae let them ſay, or let them do, 
Tis a' ane to me; 

For I have vow'd to love you, lad, 
Uuttil the day I die. 


„ — 


Laſs wi' a Lump of Land. 


IE me a laſs wi' a lump of land, 
And we for life ſhall gang the gither, 

Tho! daft or wiſe, I'll never demand, 
| Or black, or fair, it makeſna whether. 

"= I'm aff wi? wit, and beauty will fade, 
And blood alane is no worth a ſhilling, 

But ſhe that's rich, her market's made, 

For ilka charm about her is killing. 


- 4 wh Gre me a laſs wi' a lump of land, 
3 | And in my boſom I' hug my treaſure;. 
Gin J had ance her gear in my hand, 
Should love turn dowf, it will find pleaſure, > 
Laugh on wha likes, but there's my hand, 
I hate with poortith, tho' bonny, to meddle, 
Valeſs they bring caſh, or a lump of land, 8 
Theyſe ne'er get me to dance to their fiddle, 


There's meikle good love in bands and bags, 
'f And ſiller and gowd's a ſweet completion 
F 1 For beauty, and wit, and virtue in rags, 
2 Have ting the art of gaining affection: 
4 
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Love tips his arrows with woods and parks, 
And caſtles, and riggs, and muirs, and meadows, 
And naething can catch our modern fparks 
But wel-tocher'd laſſes, or jointur'd- widows. 


_- 4 


— = — 


My Jo JANET. 


WE ET Sir, for your courteſie, 
When ye come by the Baſs then, 
For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a keeking-glaſs then. 
Keek into the draw-well, JANET, JANET ; 
And there ye'll ſee your bonny (ell, my jo JANET. 


Keeking in the draw-well clear, 
What if I ſliou'd fa' in, 
Syne a* my kin will ſay and ſwear; 
I drown'd myſell for ſin. 
Had the better be the brae, JANET, JANET; 
Had the better be the brae, my jo JANET. 


Good Sir, for your courteſie, 
Coming through Aberdeen then, 
For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a pair of ſhoon then. 
Clout the auld, the new are dear, JANET, JANET; 
Ae pair may gain ye ha'f a year, my jo JANET. 


But what if dancing on the green, 
And ſkipping like a mawking, 

I they ſhould ſee my clouted ſhoon, 
Of me they will be tauking. 


_ > 
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Dance ay laigh, and late at een, JANET, JaxET: 
Syne a” their faults will no be ſeen, my jo JANE T. 


Kind Sir, for vour courteſie, 
When ye gae to the croſs then, 
For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a pacing-horſe then. 
Pace upo' your ſpinning-wheel, JANET, JANET, 
Pace upo' your ſpinning-wheel, my jo IAN ET. 


My ſpinning-wheel is auld and ſtiff, : 
The rock o't winna ſtand, Sir, 

To keep the temper-pin in tiff, 
Employs aft-my hand, Sir. 

Mak the belt o't that ye can, IAN YT, IA ET; 

But like it never wale a man, my jo JANET. 


— 


My Daddy forbade, my Minny forbade. 


| Wx J think on my lad, I ſigh and am ſad, 
For now he is far frae me. 
My daddy was harſh, my minny was warſe, 
That gart him gae yont the ſea, 
Without an eſtate, that made him look blate; 
And yet. a brave lad is he. 
Gin ſafe he come hame, in ſpite of my dame, + © 
He'll ever be welcome to me. 


Love ſpeirs nae advice of parents o'er wiſe, 
That have but ae bairn like me, 

That looks upon caſh, as naething but trafth, 
That ſhackles what ſhou'd be free. 
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And though my dear lad not ae penny had, 
Since qualities better has he z *_ 

Abeit I'm an heireſs, I think it but fair is, 
To love him, ſince he loves me. 


Then, my dean JaMitx, to thy kind JEAN1E, 
Haſte, haſte. thee in o'er the ſea, 

To her wha can find nae eaſe in her mind, 
Without a blyth ſight of thee. 

Though my daddy forbade, and my minny forbade, 
Forbidden I will not be; 

For ſince thou alone my favour haſt won, 
Nane elſe ſhall e'er get it for me. 


Yet them I'll not grieve, or without their leave, 
Gi'e my hand as a wife to thee : 

Be content with a heart that can never deſert, 
Till they ceaſe to oppoſe or be. | 

My parents may prove yet friends to our love, 
When our firm reſolves they ſee ; 

Then I with pleaſure will yield up my treaſure, 
And a” that love orders, to thee: 

/ 


"IE — — 


1 maltman comes on Munanday, 
He craves wonderous ſair, 
Cries, dame, come gi'e me my ſiller, 
Or malt ye*ll ne'er get mair, 
IL took him into the pantry, | 
And gave him ſome good cock-broo, 
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Syne paid him upon a gantree, 
As hoſtler wives ſhould do. 


When maltmen come for ſillec, 
And gaugers wi” wands o'er ſoon, 


Wives, tak them a' down to the cellar, 


And clear them as I have done. 
This bewith, when cunzie is ſcanty, 
Will keep them frae making din, 


The knack I learn'd frae an auld aunty, 


The ſnackeſt of a' my kin. 


The maltman is right cunning, 
But I can be as flee, ; 

And he may crack of his winning, 
When he clears ſcores with me : 
For come when he likes, I'm ready; 

But if frae hame I be, 
Let him wait on our kind lady, 
She'll anſwer a bill for me. 


The Miller. 


ERRY may the maid be 
That marries the miller, 
For foul day and fair day 
He's ay bringing till her ; 
Has ay a penny in his purſe 
For dinner and for ſupper ; 
And gin ſhe pleaſe, a good fat cheeſe, 
And lumps of yellow butter. 
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When Jamie firſt did woo me, 
I ſpeir'd what was his calling; 
Fair maid, ſays he. O come and ſee, 
Ye're welcome to my dwelling : 
Though I was ſhy, yet I cou'd ſpy 
The truth of what he told me, 
And that his houſe was warm and couth, 
And room in it to hold me. 


— 


Behind the door a bag of meal, 
And in the kiſt was plenty 

Of good hard cakes his mither bakes, 
And bannocks were na ſcanty ; 

A good fat ſow, a fleeky co- 
Was ſtandin in the byre; 

Whilſt lazy pouſs with mealy mouſe 
Was playing at the fire. 


Good ſigns are theſe, my mither ſays, 
And bids me tak the miller; 

For foul day and fair day 
He's ay bringing till her ; 

For meal and malt ſhe does na want, 
Nor ony thing that's dainty ; 

And now and then a keckling hen 
To lay her eggs in plenty. 

In winter when the wind 1 
Blows o'er the houſe and byre, 

He fits beſide a clean hearth ſtane 
Before a rouſing fire ; | ix 

With nut- brown ale he tells his tale, | 2 
Which rows him o'er fou nappy: 9 

Who'd be a king—a petty thing, 
When a miller lives ſo happy? 


* 
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Maccy LAUDER. 


HA wad na be in love 
Wi' bonny MaGG1t LAUER? 

A piper met her gaun to Fife, | 

And ſpeir'd what was't they ca'd her; 
Right ſcornfully ſhe anſwer'd lim, 

Begone, you hallanſhaker, 
Jog on your gate, you blatlderſkite, 

My name is MaGGit LAUDER 


. MaGG1E, quoth he, and by my bags, 
I'm fidging fain to ſee thee ; 

Sit down by me, my bonny bird, 

In troth I winna ſteer thee; 

For I'm a piper to my trade, 

My name is Ro the Ranter, 

The laſſes loup as they were duft, 
When I blaw up my chanter. 


Piper, quoth ME 6, hae you your bags, | 
Or is your drone in order? D 
If you be Ro B, I've heard of you, £2157 ltr, ant 
Live you upo' the barder ? 1 
The laſſes a', baith far and near, 


Hlave heard of Ron the Ranter ; . 
u ſhake my foot wi' right goodwill, ; 
Gif you'll blaw up your chante. * 


Then to his bags he flew wi' ſpeed, | 
Abaut the drone he twiſted; ,_ p 

Mr c up and wallop'd o'er vat | 
For brawly could ſhe friſk it. 8 7 
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Weel done, quoth he, play up, quoth ſhe, 
Weel bob' d, quoth Ro the Ranter, 

Tis worth my while to play indeed, 
When I hae ſick a dancer. 


Weel hae yon play'd your part, quoth M 6, 
Your cheeks are like the crimſon ; 

There's nane in Scotland plays ſae weel, 
Since we loſt Ha BBY S1MPSON. 

I've liv'd in Fife, baith maid and wife, 
Theſe ten years and a quarter ; 

Gin you ſhould come to Enſter fair, 
Speir ye for MaGG1E LAUDER. 


SAS 7 a _ _— r 


Muirland WIL LIE. 


ARK EN and I will tell you how | 
Young muirland WIL LIE came to wos, 
Tho! he cou'd neither ſay nor do; : 
The truth I tell to you. 57 
But ay he eries, Whate'er betide, 
Maccy I'ſe hae her to be my Slay 
With a fal, dal, ke. 


On his grey yade as he did ride, 
Wy? durk and piſtol by his fide 
He prick'd her on wi” meikle pride, | 
WY? meikle mirth and glee, 0 
Out o'er yon moſs, out o'er yon mir, "re" | _ | | 
Till he came to her dady's door, I T8 
+ With a fal, dab &. A 
You, . 0 ER « i 
Hy © N | 1 2 I 2 
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Goodman, quoth he, be ye within, 
I'm come your doughter's love to win, 
I carena for making meikle din ; 
What anſwer gi' ye-me ? 
Now, wooer, quoth he, wou'd ye light down, 
I'll gie ye my doughter's love to win, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 


Now, wooer, {in* ye are lighted down, 
Where do ye won, or in what town? 
I think my doughter winna gloom, 
On ſick a lad as ye. 
The wooer he ſtep'd up the houſe, 
And wow but he was wondrous crouſe, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 


T have three owſen in a pleugh, 
Twa gude ga'en yades, and gear enough, 
The place they ca' it Cadeneugh ; 
I ſcorn to tell a lie : 
Beſides, I hae frae the great laird, 
A peat-pat, and a lang kail-yard, 
». With a fal, dal, &c. | 


The maid put on her kirtle brown, 
She was the braweſt in a' the town; 
I wat on him ſhe did na gloom, 

But blinkit bonnilie. | 
The lover he Ttended up in haſte, 
And gript her hard about the waſte, 
With a ful, dal, &c. 


To win your love, maid, I'm come here, 1805 . 
I'm young, and hae enough o' gear; 


? 
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And for myſell yon need na fear, 
Troth try me whan you like. 
He took aff his bonnet, and ſpat in his chow, 
He dighted his gab, and he prie'd her mou”, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 


The maiden bluſh'd and bing'd fu law, 
She had na will to ſay him na, | 
But to her daddy ſhe left it a', 
As they twa cou'd agree, 
The lover he ga'e her the tither kiſs, 
Syne ran to her daddy, and tell'd him this, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 


Your donghter wad na ſay me na, 
But to yourſell ſhe'as left it a', Pas kh 
As we cou'd 'gree between us twa ; 
Say, what'll ye gie me wi? her? 
Now, wooer, quo” he, I hae na meikle, 
But ſick's I hae, ye's get a pickle, 
With a fal, dat, &c. 


A kilnfu* of corn I'll gie to thee, | 
Three ſoums of ſheep, twa good milk kye, 
Ye's hae the wadding dinner free ; 
| Troth I dow do nae mair, 
Content, quo? he, a bargain bet, 
I'm far frae hame, mak haſte, let's do't, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 


The. bridabday it came to paſs, 
Wi' mony a blythſome lad and laſs ; 
But ſicken a day there never was, 

Sick mirth was never ſeen. 
G 2 
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This winſome couple ſtraked hands, 
Meſs Jo nN ty'd up the 1 
- With a fal, dal, &e. 


And our bride's maidens were na few. 
Wi' tap-knots, lug-knots, a' in blew, 
Frae tap to tae they were bra” new, 
And blinkit bonnilie, 

Their toys and mutches were ſae clean, 

They glanced in our ladfes? een, 

With a fal, dal, &e. | 

Sick hirdum, dirdum, and fick din, 
Wi' he o'er her, and ſhe o'er him; 
The minſtrels they did never blin, 

Wi meikle mirth and glee. 
And ay they bobit, and ay they beck't; 
And ay their wames together met, 
- With a fal, dal, &c. 


* 


. My 
| MacG61Eg's Tocher. 


HE meal was dear ſhort ſyne, . 
We buckled us a' the gither; | 

And MAGG1E was in her prime, 

When WILIIE made courtſhip till her. 
Twa piſtols charg'd begueſs, - 

To gi'e the courting-ſhot ; 2 
And ſyne came ben the laſs, Ti 
Wi ſwats drawn frae the butts 
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He firſt ſpeir'd at the guidman, 

And ſyne at GIL £5 the mither, 
An ye wad gie's a bit land, 

We'd buckle us e' en the gither. 
My doughter ye ſhall hae, 

I'll gi'e you her by the hand; 
Zut 1'll part wi” my wife, by my fay, 

Or I part wi” my land. 
Your tocher it ſall be good, 

There's nane ſull hae its maik, 
The laſs bound in her ſnood, 

And Crummie wha kens her Naik ; 
Wi' an auld bedding o' claiths, 

Was left me by my mither, 
They're jet-black o'er wi! fleas, 
Ye may cuddle in them the gither.. 


Ye ſpeak right weel, guidman, 
But ye maun mend your hand, 
And think o' modeſty, 
Gin you'll not quat your land. 
We are but young, ye kenn, 
And now we're gaun the gither; 
A houſe is but and. ben, £7 
And Crummie will want her fother:. 
The bairns are coming on; 0 
And they'll cry, O their mither! 
Weave nouther pat nor pan, 
But four bare legs the gither. 
Your tocher's be good enough, 
For that you. needua fear; 
6 3 
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Twa good ſtilts to the pleugh, 
And ye yourſell maun ſteer : 
Ye fall hae twa good pocks | 
That ance were o'. the tweel, 
The t'ane to ha'd the grots, 
The ither to ha'd the meal : 
Wy an auld kiſt made o' wands, 
And that ſall be your coffer, 
Wi' aiken woody bands, 
And that may ha'd your tocher. 


Conſider well, guidman, 

We hae but barrow'd gear, 
The hor̃ſe that I ride on 
 _IsSanDy WiLlsoN's mare; 

The ſaddle's nane o' my ain, 
And thae's but barrow'd boots, 
And whan that I gae hare, 

I maun tak to my coots ; 
The cloak is GzonDyY WATT's, 
| That gars me look (ae crouſe ; 

Come, fill us a cogue of fwats, 

We'll mak nae mair toom rooſt. 


Llike you weel, young lad, 
For telling me ſae plain, 

I married whan little J had 

O' gear that was my ain. 

But ſin that things are ſae, 
The bride ſhe maun come forth, ; 
Tho? a' the gear ſhe'll hae 

?T will be but little worth 
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A bargain it maun be, 

Fy cry on GiLES the mither; | 
Content am I, quo” ſhe, 

E'en gar the hiffie come hither. 
The bride ſhe gade to her bed, 

The bridegroom he cam till her ; 


The fidler crap in at the fit, 
And they cuddle'd it a' the gither. 


kd. — — — 


Scornfu' N ANS. 
AN s Ax's to the Green- wood gane, 
To hear the gowd(pink chatt'ring, 
And WILLI he has followed her, : 
To gain her love by flatt'ring: 
But a' that he cou'd ſay or do, 
She geck'd and ſcorned at him; 
And ay whan he began to woo, 
She bade him mind wha gat him. 


What ails ye at my dad, quoth he, 
My minny, or my aunty ? 
With crowdymoudy they fed me, 
Langkail and rantytanty : 
With bannocks of goed barley-meat, 
Of thae there was right plenty, 
With chapped kail butterꝰd fu weet ; 
And was not that right dainty 2 


1 * 


Altho? my daddy was nae lairdy, Sid 13nd bags 


(*'Tis datfin to be vaunty), 
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lle keepit ay a good kail-yard, 
A ha'-houſe, aud a pantry ; 

A good blue bonnet on: his head, 
An o'erlay bout his craigy 

And ay until the day he died 
He raide on good ſhanks-naigy. 


Now wae and wonder on your ſnout; 
Wad ye hae bonny Naxsy ? 
Wad ye compare yourſell to me, 

A docken to a tanfy ? 
I hae a wooer o' my ain, 

They ca' him ſouple SAND, 

And weel I wat his bonny mou” 


Is ſweet like ſugarcandy. 


Wow, Nansy, what needs a? this din? 
Do I not ken this SAN D Y 
Im ſure the chief of a” his kin 
Was RaB the beggar randy ;. 
His minny ME 6 upo' her back. 
Bare baith him and his billy; 
Will ye compare a naſty pack. 
To me your winſome WiLLiz? 


My gutcher left a good braid ſword,. 
Tho? it be auld and ruſty, | 

Yet ye may tack it on my word, 

| It is baith ſtout and. truſty ;. 

And if I can but get it drawn, 
Which will be right uneaſy, 

J ſhall lay baith my lugs in pawn, | 


„ 5 
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Then he's but a coward thief; 
Your titty BESS can tell him, 
How with her rock ſhe beat his beef, 
And fwore that ſhe wad fell him. 
| Then he lay blirting, like. a ſheep. 
And ſaid he was a fau'ter 
Syne unto her did chirm and. cheep, 
And aſked pardon at: her. 


Then, bonny NANSY, turn to me, 
And ſo prevent all evil; 
Let thy proud ſpeeehes now d be, 
And prove ſomewhat mair civil ; 
Jid ſouple SAN D get him gone, 
And court his auld coal MAGGI, 
W7 a" lis duds outer his drone, a 
And nought about his cragie. 


Then NANs v turn'd her round about, 
And ſaid, Did Sa Nx D hear ye, 

Ye wadna miſs to get a clout; 
I ken he diſna fear e: 

Sae had your tongne and ſay nae mair, 
Set ſomewhere elſe your fancy ; 

For as lang's SAnDY's to the fore, 
Ye never ſhall get Nas Y. 


* 
— 


by 


| rros I have ſev'n braw new gowns, 
And ither ſev'n better to mak, 

And yet for a' my new gowns, EY 
My wooer has turn'd his back. 
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: Belides I hae ſeven milk-ky, 


And Saw he has but three; 


And yet for a my good ky 
The laddie winna hae me. 


My daddy's a delver of dykes, 
My mither can card and ſpin, 
And I'm a fine fudgel laſs, 
And the ſiller comes linkin in; 
The filler comes linkin in, 
And it's fu' fair to ſee, 
And fifty times wow, O wow ! 
What ails the lads at me ? 


Whenever our bawty does bark, 
Then faſt to the door I rin, 
To ſee gin ony young ſpark 
Will Pght and venture but in : 
But never a ane will come in, 
Tho' mony a ane gaes by, 
Syne far ben the houſe 1 rin, 
And a weary wight am I. 


When I was at my firſt prayers, 


I prayed but ance in the year; 
I wiſh'd for a handſome young lad, 
And a lad wi? muckle gear. 
When I was at my neiſt prayers, 
I pray'd but now and than ; 
J faſh'd na? my head about gear, 
If I gat but a handſome young man. 


But now when I'm at my laſt prayers, 
J pray on baith night and day, 


1 | We |) „ A K_ 
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And O! if a beggar wad come, 
With that ſame beggar I'd gae. 

And O! what will come o' me! | 
And O! and what'll I do? ' : 

That ſick a braw laſſie as I 
Shou'd die for a wooer I trow. 


Norland Jock x. 


SOUTHLAND JENNY, that was right bonny, 
Had for a ſuiter a Norland JouNyY ; 

But he was ſicken a baſhful wooer, 
That he cou'd ſcarcely ſpeak unto her; 
Till blinks o' her beauty, and hopes o' her filler, 
Forced him at laſt to tell his mind till her. 6 
My dear, quoth he, we'll nae langer tarry, 
Gin ye can loo me, let's o'er the muir and marry, 


S E. 


. Come, come awa' then, my Norland laddie, 
Tho' we gang neatly, ſome are mair gawdy; 
And albeit I have neither gowd nor money, 
Come, and I'll ware my beauty on thee. 


H Es 


Ye laſſes o' the ſouth, ye're a? for drefling ; 

Laſſes o' the north mind milking and threſhing ; 
My minny wad be angry, and fae wad my dad, 
Should I marry ane as dink as a lady; 

For I maun hae a wife that will riſe i the morning, 


Crudle a* the milk, and keep the houſe a? ſcolding, 


; ba 
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Gae hame, ye Norland Jo c K, and court your Norland 


Toolie wi' her nei'bours, and learn at my att 
A Norland Jo cx maun hae a Norland Jenny. 


S N E. 
My father's only daughter, and twenty thouſand pound, 
Shall never be beſtow'd-on ſic a filly clown : 
For à that I ſaid was to try what was in ve. 
JENNY. - : 


8 


Find favour in ny prince's ſight, 


Beauty can wonders work with eaſe, 


O'er the Muir to MAGOGIE. 
19 
ND I'll o'er the muir to Ma OIE, 
Her wit and ſweetneſs call me, 


Then to my fair Ill ſhow my mind, 


Whatever may befal me. 


If ſhe love mirth, I'll learn to ſing; 


Or like the Nine to follow, 


a YI lay my lugs in PIN DUs'“ ſpring, 


And invocate APOLLO. 
If ſhe admire a martial mind, 
Pl ſheath my limbs in armonr 3 
If to the ſofter dance inclin'd, 
With gayeſt airs Il charm her; 
If the love grandeur, day and night, 
Pl! plot my nation's glory, © 


. And ſhine in fiſture ſtory. 


Re NY correiponding 5 
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braveſt men know beſt to pleaſe, 

ith complaiſance abounding, 

Ily bonny MAaGG1e's love can turn 
Me to what ſhape ſhe pleaſes, 

If in her breaſt that flame ſhall burn, 
Which in my boſom bleezes. 


" 


——_——— r 8 


O'er the Hills and far away. 


Ocxy met with IE NN fair, 
J Aft by the dawning of the day; 
But JoCKY now is fu? of care, 
Since JENNY ftaw his heart away: 
Altho' ſhe promis'd to be true, 
She. proven has, alake ! unkind; _ | 
Which gars poor Jo cx . ; 
That é'er he loo'd a fickle mind. _ 
And it's der the kills and far away, 
It's ver the hills and far away, 
It's o'er the hills and far away, - 
The wind has ùluun my plaid away, 
Now Jock was abouny lad 
As &er was born in Scatland fair ; 
But now, poor man, he's een gane wood, 
Since JENNY has gart him L, gs 
Young JoCcKyY was a piper's ſon, 
And fell in love when he was young, 
But a' the ſprings that he -cau'd play 
Was, O'er the hills and far away. > 24 
And it's over the hills, c. Wane” AO 
VOL. II, H ; N 
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He ſung, When firſt my IE NN“ face 
T ſaw, ſhe ſeem'd ſae fu' of grace, 
With meikle joy my heart was fill'd, 
That's now, alas! with ſorrow kill'd. 
Oh'! was ſhe but as true as fair, 
?Twad put an end to my deſpair. 
Inſtead of that, ſhe is unkind, 


And wavers like the winter wind. 


And it's ver the hills, &c. 
Ah! cou'd ſhe find the diſinal wae, 

That for her ſake I undergae, 
'She coud'na chuſe but grant relief, 
And put an end to a' my grief: 
But, oh ! ſhe is as fauſe as fair, 
Which cauſes a' my ſighs and care ; 
And ſhe triumphs in proud diſdain, 
And takes a pleaſure in my pain. 


And ils oer the hills, &c. 


Hard was my hap, to fa' in love, 
With ane that does ſo faithleſs prove! 
Hard was my fate, to court a maid, 
That has my conſtant heart betray'd ! 
A thouſand times to me ſhe ſware, 
She wad be true for evermair ; 

\But to my grief, alake ! I ſay, 
-She ſtaw my heart, and ran away. 
And it's oer the hills, &c. 

Since that ſhe will nae pity take, 

I maun gae wander for her ſake, 


And, in ilk wood and gloomy grove, 
A ohing fing, Adieu to love, 
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Since ſhe is fauſe whom 1 adore, 
I'll never truſt a woman more: 


Frae à' their charms I'll flee away, 

And on my pipe I'll ſweetly play, 

Ober hills and dale: and fur away, 
O'er hills and dales and far away, 
O'er hills and dales and fav away, 
The wind has blawn my * away. 
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The Runaway” Bride. 


LAD1E and a laſſie 
Dwelt in the South countrie, 


And they hae caſſen their claiths thegither,. 


And married they wad be: 

The bridal-day was ſet, 
On Tiſeday for to be; 

Then hey play up the rinawa' bride, 
For ſhe has tu' en the gie. 


She had nae run a mile or twa, 
Whan ſhe began to conſider, 
Phe angering of her father dear, 
The diſpleaſing o' her mither ; 
The lighting of the ſilly bridegroom, 
The weel warſt o' the three; | 
Then hey, &c. TT. 
Her. father and her mither 
Ran after her wi ſpeed, 

And ay they rau until they came 
Unto the water of Tweed; _ 
And when they came to Kelſo wha.” 

N gart the clap gae throy,. 
: Ka 


4 
bl 
8 


88 SC OTS SONGS. 


Saw ye a laſs wi” a hood and a mantle, 
The face o't lin'd up-wi” blue; 

The face o't lin'd up wiꝰ blue, 

And the tail lin'd. up wi green, 

Saw ye a laſs wi a hood and a mantle, 
Was married on Tifeday teen? 


Now wally fu' fa? the ſilly bridegroom, 
He was as ſaft as butter ; 

For had the play'd the like to me, 
I. had-nae ſae eaſily quit her; 

I'd gi'en her a tune o' my hoboy, 
And ſet my. fancy, free, 

And ſyne play'd up the runaway bride, 
And lutten her tak the ſth 


The A. Wedding. 


OB's Jo cx came to wooe our JENNIE 
On ae feaſt-day when he was fow ; 
She buſked her and made her bonnie 
When ſhe heard Jo CK was come to wooe : 
She burniſh'd her baith breaſt and brow, 
Made her as clear as ony clock. 
Then ſpake our dame, and ſaid, I trow 
You're come to wooe our JENN1tE, Jock! 


Ax, dame, ſays be, for that I yern 
To lout my head, and fat down by you: 
Then ſpake our dame, and ſaid, My bairn 
Has tocher of her aun to gi? you. 
Tee hee, quoth IENNIE, keik, I ſee you 3 
Minive, this man makes but a mock. 
Why ſay ye ſae ? now leeſe me o' you, | 
I * ta. woo your JENA, quoth Jocx.* 


ey 
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My bairn has tocher of her awn, 
Although her friends do nane her lend; - 
A ſtirk, a ſtaig, an acre ſawn, 
A gooſe, a gryce, a clocking hen;. 
Tua kits, a cogue, a kirn there ben, 
A keam, but and a keaming-ltock, 
Of diſhes and-ladles nine or ten. 
Come ye to wooe our JENNIE, JOCK 2. 


A trough, a trencher, and a tap, 
A taings, a tullie,* and a tub,- 
A ſey-dith and a milking-cap, 
A greap into a grupe to gr ub, 
A jhode-ſhool of a holin club, 
A froath- ſtick, can, a creel, à knock, 
A braik for hemp, that ſhe may rub, 
Heye will marry our IENNIE, JOCK, 


A furm, a firlot, and a peck, 
A rock, a reel, a gay elwand, 

A ſheet, a happer, and a ſack, 

A girdle, and a good wheel-band. 
Syne Jock took JeNN1E by the hand, 

And cry'd a banquet; and flew a cock; 
They hald the bridal upon land, 

That was between car JENNIE and Jo ex. 


The bride: upon her wedding went 
Barefoot upon a hemlock hill; 

The bride's garter. was o bent, | 
And ſhe was H at Kelly- ml. | 
The firſt propite he hecht her till, 

He hecht to hit her head a knock, | 2 , 
She baked and ſhe held her ſtilb; | 

And this gate gat our JENNIE, JOCK. 

H 3 
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When ſhe was wedded in his name; 
nd unto him ſhe was made ſpouſe, .. 
ley haſted them ſoon hame again, 
Lo denner to the bridal-houſe. 
Je xx1: ſat jouking like a mouſe, 
But JuCKk was kneef as ony cock; 
Says he to her, Had up your brows, 
And fa' to your meat, wy IE NN IE, quoth Jo en. 


What meat ſtall we ſet them beforn, 
To Jo cx ſervice loud can they cry, 
Serve them with ſowce and ſodden corn, 
Till a' their wyms do ſtand awry : 
Of ſwine's fleſh there was; great plenty, 
Whilk was a very pleaſunt meat; | 
And garlick was a ſeuce right dainty 
To ony man that pless'd to eat. 


They had ſix lavrocks fat and laden, 
With lang-kait, mutton, beef, and breſe, 
A wyme of paunches tough like. plaiden, 
With good May butter, milk, and cheeſe, 
JENx1E fat up even at the meace, ; 
And a' her friends ſat her beſide ; 
They were a' ſerv'd with ſhrewd ſervice, 


| And ſae was ſeen upon the bride, 
Out at the back- door faſt ſhe flade, , 


And loos'd a buckle wi? ſome bends, 
She cackied Joc x for a? his-pride,. - 

And jawed out at baith the ends; 

So ſtoutly her mother her defends, 
And ſays, My bairn's looſe in the dock, 

It comes o' cauld, to make it kend ; / 


Think nae ill.o? your JENNIF, JOCK» 


* 
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Now dame; ſays he, your daughter I've married, 
Altho' you hold it never ſo-teugh; 
And friends ſhall ſee ſhe's nae miſcarried, 
For I wat I have gear enough : | 
An auld ga'd glyde fell owre the heugh,. 
A cat, a cunnin, and a*cock; © 
I wanted eight 'ouſen, though I had the pleugł: 
May this not ſerve your INN E, quoth Jock 2. 
J have good fire for wiater-weather, - 
A cod o' caff wou'd fill a cradle, 
A halter, and a good, hay-tcther, 
A duck about the doors to paddle ;. 
The pannel of a good. auld ſaddle; 
And Roß my emme hecht me a ſock, | 
T wa lovely lips to lick a laddle ; 
Gif J NN1E and I agree, quoth Jo cx. 


A treen ſpit, a ram- horn ſpoen, 
A pair o' boots o barked leather, 
All graith that's meet to coble ſhoon, 
A thraw-crook for to twine a tether; 
A ſword, a ſweel, a ſwine's bladder, 
A trump. o' ſteel, a feather'd lock, 1 
An auld ſcull- hat for winter-weather, 
And meikle mair, my IE X NIE, quoth Jock. 


J have a cat to catch a mouſe, * | 
A girſe-green cloak, but it will ſtenzie; 
A pitch-fork to defend the honſe, 
A pair of branks, a bridle renzie ;-- 
Of a' our ſtore we need not plenzie, * | 
Ten thouſand flechs intil a pock ; ., 3 
And is not this a wakerife menzie, 
To gae to bed wi? JEXN14 and Jock? 
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Now. when their dinner they had done, 
Then Jo cx hunſell began t' advance; 
He bad the piper. play up ſoon, | 
For, be his troth, he wou'd'gae dance. 
The piper piped till's wyme gripped, 
And a' the rout began to revel: 
The bride about the ring ſhe ſkipped, 
Till out ftarts baith the carle and cavel. 


Weel danc'd, Dick ir, ſtand aſide, Sa N DIE; 
Weel danc'd Ep.pIE and JENNIE ! 
He that tynes a ſtot o- the ſpring, 
Shall pay the piper a pennie. 
Weel danc'd, Hun FISHER; 
Come, take out the bride and kiſs her; 
Weel danc'd, BE SSIE and STE'*EN ! 
Now fick a dance was never ſeen 
Since Chriſt's Kirk on the green. 


= 


\ 
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Rock and. wee Pickle Tow. 


HERE was an auld wife had a wee pickle tow, 
And ſhe wad gae try the ſpinning o't, 

L But louten her down, her rock took a low, 
And that was an ill beginning ot; 
She lap and ſhe grut, ſne flet and ſne flang, 

She trow and ſhe drew, ſhe ringled, ſhe rang, 
She choaked ſhe bocked, and cried, Let me hang, 

That ever I, try'd the ſpinning o't. 


1 hae been a · wife theſe threeſcore of years, = 
And never did try the ſpinning ot; | 
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But how I was ſarked foul fa“ them that ſpeirs, 
For it minds me o the beginning o't ; | 

The women now a-days are turned ſae bra?, 

That ilk ane maun hae a fark, ſome maun hae twaz 

But the warld was better whan feint ane ava, 


But a wee rag at the beginning o't. 


Foul fa' them that e'er advis'd- me to ſpin, 
For it minds me o' the beginning &'t; 
I might well have ended as I had begun, 
And never had try'd the ſpinning o'r : 
But they ſay ſhe's a wiſe wife wha kens her ain weird: 
I thought ance a. day it wad never be ſpeir d, 
How loot you the low tak the rock by the beard, 
Whan you gaed. to try the ſpinning ot? L 
The ſpinning, the ſpinning, it gars my heart ſab, 
| Whan I think an the beginning ot; 
I thought ance. in a day to ave made a wab,. 
And this was to ave been the beginning o't z 
But had I nine dopghters, as I hae but three, 
The ſafeſt and ſoundeſt advice I wad gie, 
That they frae ſpinning wad keep their hands free, 


For fear o” an ill beginuing ot. * 
But in ſpite of my counſel if they wad needs run 
The dreary ſad taſk o' the ſpinning o't, . 


Let them ſeek out rr 


Syne venture on the beginning o't : 
For, O do as I've done, alake and'vow, e. 
To-buſk up a rock at the cheek of a low, 
They'd ſay, that I had little wit in my pow, 

And as little I've done wy the ſpinning o't, 
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Same Tune. A 
I HAE a green purſe and a wee pickle gowd, . ; 
A bonny piece land, and planting ont, 
It fatteus my flocks, and my barns it has ſtowed; 

But the beſt thing of a's yet wanting on't : 1 
To grace it, and trace it, and gie me delight, 1 
To bleſs me, and kiſs me, and comfort my fight, \ 
With beauty by day, and kindneſs by night, 

And nae mair my lane gang ſaunt'ring ont. 80 

A 


My Cx ixs rv is charming, and good as ſhe's fair; 

Her een and her mouth are inchanting ſweet; 
She ſmiles me on fire, her frowns gi'e deſpair ; 

I love while my heart gaes panting wi't. 5 
Thou faireſt and deareſt delight of my mind, = C 
Whoſe gracious embraces by Heav'n were delign'd. - A 
For happieſt tranſports, and bliſſes retin'd, "£7 
Nae langer delay thy granting ſweet. 


For thee, bonny Cn1nsTyY, my ſhepherds and hynds. 

Shall carefully make the year's dainties thine ; 

Thus freed frae laigh care, while love. fills our minds, 
Our days ſhall with pleaſure and plenty ſhine. 

Then hear me, and chear me with ſmiling conſent, 

Believe me, and give me no cauſe to lament, 

Since I ne'er ean be happy till thou ſay Content, 

Fm pleas'd with my JANE, and he ſhall be mine, 


5 


8 


To the Fane of Sew ye nae my PEG G Y4 


NYOME, let's hae mair wine in, 
BAaccnavs hates repining,. 
VEnvus loes nae dwining, 
Let's be blyth and frees. 


r = 
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Away with-dull, Here t'ye, Sir, 

Your miſtreſs, RoBIE, ges her, 

We'll drink her health wi' pleaſure, 
Wha's belov'd by thee. 


Then let PEGGY warm ye, 

That's a laſs can charm ye, 

And to joys alarm ye, 
Sweet is ſhe to me. » 

Some angel ye wad ca? her, 

And never wiſh ane brawer, 

If ye bareheaded ſaw her, 
Kiltit ro the knee. 


PEGGY a dainty laſs is; 
Come, let's join our glaſſes, 
And refreſh our haaſes, 
With a health to thee. 
Let coofs their caſh be clinking, 
Be ſtateſmen tint in thinking, 
While we with love and drinking 
Gie our cares the lie. 


Spinning Wheel. 


8 I Tat at my fpinning-wheel, 
A bonny lad was paſling by : | 
J view'd him round, and lik'd him weel, 
For trouth he had a glancing eye. 
My heart new panting gan to feel, 
But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel, 
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With looks all kindneſs he drew near, 
And ſtill mair lovely did appear; 
And round about my ſlender waiſt 
He · claſp'd his arms, and me embrac'd : 
To kiſs my hand ſyne down did kueel, 

| As J fat at my ſpinning- wheel. 

My milk-white hands he did extol, 
And prais'd 'my fingers lang and ſmall, 
And ſaid, there was nae lady fair 
That ever cou'd with me compare. 
Theſe words into my heart did ſteal, 
But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning-whee!. 


Altho' I ſeemingly did chide, 

Yet he wad never be deny d, 

But ſtill declar'd his love the mair, 

Vntill my heart was wounded fair : 
That I my love cou'd ſcarce conceal, 
Yet till I turn'd my ſpinning- wheel. 


My hanks of yarn, my rock and reel, 

My winnels and my ſpinning-wheel ; 

He bid me leave them-all with ſpeed, 

And gang with him to yonder mead : 
My yielding heart ſtrange flames did feel, 
Yet ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 


-About my neck his arm he. laid, 
And whiſper'd, Riſe, my bonny maid, 
And with me to yon haycoek go, 
Pl! teach thee better wark to do. 
In trouth I 100'd the motion wecl, 
And loot alane my Fpinning-wheel, 
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Amang the pleaſant eocks of hay, 
Ther with my bonny lad I lay; 

What laſſie, young and ſaft as I, 
Cou'd fick a handſome lad deny? 
Theſe pleaſures I cannot reveal, 
That far ſurpaſt the ſpinning-wheel, 


Steer her up and had her gawin. 


O S T EER her up, and had her gawin, 
Her mither's at the mill, jo; 
But gin ſhe winna tak a man, 
E'en let her tak her will, jo. 
Pray thee, lad, leave ſilly thinking, 
Caſt thy cares of love away ; 
Let's our-ſorrows drown in drinking, 
'Tis daffin langer to delay. 


See that ſhining glaſs of claret, 

How invitingly it looks; 

Tak it aff, and let's hae mair c't, 

Pox on ſighing, trade, and books. 
Let's hae mair pleaſure while we're able, 
Bring us in the meikle bowl, 

Place't on the middle of the table, 
And let the wind and weather gowl. 


Call the drawer, let him fill it 
Fou' as ever it can hold: 
O tak tent ye dinna-fpill it, 
Tis mair precious far then gold. 
By you've- drunk a-dozen bumpers, 
BACCHvus will begin to prove, 
Vor. II. 5 
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Spite of VENus and her mumpers, 
Drinking better is than love. 


i. 


— 
— 


Sleepy Body. 


emmolente, queſo, repente 
Vigila, vivat, me tange. 
Fommolente, guæ ſo, repente 
Vigila, vive, me tange. 
Cum me ambiebas, 
Videri ſolebas 
Amoris negotiis aptus ; 
At fadus moritus, 
In lecto ſopitus 
Somno es, haud amore, tu captus, - 
O ſleepy body, 
And drowſy body, 
O wiltuna waken and turn thee ? 
To drivel and draunt, 
While I ſigh and gaunt, 
ves me good reaſon to ſcorn thee, 
When thou ſhouldſt be kind, 
Thou turns ſleepy and blind, 
Aud ſnoters and ſnores far frae me. 
Wae light on thy face, 
Thy drowfy embrace | 
Ts enough to gar me betray thee, 
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E * ye weel frae Sir Joun MALCOLM, Igo 
and ago, bf 

Tf he's a wiſe man, I miſtak him, Iram coram dago. 

Keep ye weel frae SAnDig Don, Igo and ago, 

He's ten times dafter than Sir Jo x N, Iram coram dago. 


To hear them of their travels talk,, 
To gae to London's but a walk: 

J hae been at Amſterdam, 

Where I ſaw mony a braw madam. 


To ſee the wonders of the deep, 

Wad gar a man baith wail and weep 

To ſee the Leviathans ſkip, 

And wi' their tail ding o'er a ſhip. 

Was ye e'er in Crail town? 

Did ye ſee Clark DisHINGTOUNS? 

His wig was like a drouket hen, 

And the tail o't hang down, . | 
like a meikle maan lang draket gray gooſe - pen 

But for to make ye mair enamour'd, 

He has a glaſs in his beſt chamber; 

But forth he ſtept unto the door, 

For he took pills the night before. 


There's my thumb TI'lt ne' er beguile thee. 


Y ſweeteſt May, let love incline thee, 

T' accept a heart which he deſigns thee; 
And, as your conſtant flave regard it, 

Syae for its faithfulneſs reward it. 

L 2. 
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*Tis proof a- ſhot to birth or money, 
But yields to what is ſweet and bonny; 

Receive it then with a kiſs and a ſmily, a N 
There's my thumb it will ne'er beguile ye. 


How temptiag ſweet theſe lips of thine are! 
Thy boſom white and legs ſae fine are, 
, That, when in pools I ſee thee clean em, 
2 They carry away my heart between em. 
I with, and I with, while it gaes duntin, 
O gin I had thee on a mountain, | 
Tho' kith and kin and a' ſhov'd revile thee, 
There's my thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee, 


Alane through flow'ry hows I dander, 
Tenting my flocks leſt they ſhould wander; 
Gin thow'll gae alang, I'll dawt thee gaylie, 
And gi” ye my thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee. 
O my dear laſſie, it is but daffin, 

To had thy wooer up ay niff-naffin. 

That Na, na, na, I hate it molt vilely, 

O ſay Yes, and I'll ne'er beguile thee. 


— — — — 


Tarry Woo. 


AR RV woo, tarry woo, 
Tarry woo is ill to ſpin, 
Card it well, card it well, 
Card it well ere ye begin. 
When 'tis carded, row'd and ſpun, 
Then the work is haflens done; 
1 5 But when woven, dreſt and clean, 
3 It may be cleading for a queen. 
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Sing, my bouny harmleſs ſheep, 
That feed upon the mountains ſteep, 
Bleating ſweetly as ye go» | 
Thro' the winter's froſt and ſnow ; 
Hart and hynd. and fallow deer, 

No be ha'f ſo uſeful are; 
Frae kings to him that ha'ds the plow, 
Are all oblig'd to tarry woo. 


Up ye ſhepherds, dance and {kip,.. 
Over the hills and valleys trip, 
Sing up the praiſe of tarry woo, 
Sing the flocks that bear it too; 
Harmleſs creatures without blame, 


That clead the back and cram the wame, 


Keep us warm and. hearty, fou; 
Leeſe me on the tarry woo, 


How happy is a ſhepherd's life, 
Far frae courts and free of ſtrife, 
While the gimmers bleat and bae, , 
And the lambkins anſwer mae ? 
No ſuch-mulic to his ear, | 
Of thief or fox he has no fear; 
Sturdy kent and colly too, 

Well defend the tarry woo. . 


He lives content, and. envies none; 
Not even a monarch on his throne, . 
Tho? he the. royal ſcepter ſways, 

Has not ſweeter halydays. 
Who'd be a king, can ony tell, 
When a ſhepherd ſings ſae well; , 
Sings ſae well, and pays his due, 
1˙3 
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Tak your aud Cloak about your 


N Winter when the rain rain'd conlds. 
And froſt and ſnaw on Hka-hill, . 
And Boreas, wi' his blaſts ſae bauld, 
Was threat'ning a? our ky to kill: 
Then BELL, my wife, wha lo'es nae ſtrife,. 
She ſaid to me right haſtily, 
Get up, geodman, ſave Cromy's life, 
Aud tak your auld cloak about ye. 


O BELL, why deſt ou flyte and ſcorn 2 
Thou kenſt my cloak is very thin c. 
It i; ſo bare and overworne, 
A cricke he thereon cannot rin: 
Then I' nos longer borrow nor leud, 
For ance I'll new apparePd be, 
To-morrow, [tl to town and ſpend, 
For 1 have a new cloak about me. 


My Cromie is an uſeful cow, 
And ſhe is come of a good kine; 

Aft has ſhe wet the bairns' mou, 
And I am laith that ſhe ſnou'd tyne 5- - 
Get up, goodiman, it is fou time, 

The ſun ſhines in the lift ſae hie; 
Sloth never made a gracious end, 

Gae tak your auld cloak about ye. 


My clvak was anes a good grey cloak, 
When it was fitting for my wear ;_ 


Fut now its ſcantly worth a groat, 


For I have worn't this thirty year; 


$COTS SONGS, 


Zet's ſpend the gear that we have won, 


We little ken the day weil dia; 
Then I'll be proud. ſince I have ſworn 
To have a new cloak about me. 


In days when our King RoBERT rang, 
His trews they coſt but ha'f-a-crown ; 


He ſaid they were a groat o'er dear, 
And ca'd the taylor thief and-lown;- 

He was the king that wore a crown, 
And thou'rt a man of laigh degree, 

'Tis pride puts a' the country down, 
Sae tak thy auld cloak about thee, 


Every land has its ain lough, 
IIK kind of carn it has its hook; 
J think the warld is a' run wrang, 
When, ilka wife her man wad rule; 
Do ye not ſee Ros, Jock and HAIR, 
As they are girded gallantly, 
While I fit hurklen in the aſe ? 
I'll have a new cloak about me. 


Goodman, I wat tis thirty years. 
Since we did ane anither cen; 
And we have had between us twa, 
Of lads and bonny laſſes ten: 


Now, they are women grown and men 
I]. wiſh and pray well may. they be; 


And if you prove a good. huſband, 
Een tak your auld cloak about yes 

Br LL, my wife ſhe lo'es na ſtrife; 
But. Cie wad guide. me if ſhe. can, 
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And to maintain an eaſy life, 
I aft maun yield, tho I'm goodman: 
Nought's to be won at woman's hand, 
Unleſs ye gi'e her a” the plea; 
Then I'll leave aff where I began, 
And tak my auld. cloak about me. 


ed. 


_ 


TiBzy Fo WIE R of the Glen. 


FI BBL has a ſtore of charms, 
1 Her genty ſhape our fancy warms; 
How ſtrangely can her ſma' white arms 
Fetter the lads who look but at her! 
Frae her ancle to her ſlender waiſt, 
Theſe ſweets conceal'd invite to dawt her; 
Her roſy cheek and rifing breaſt 
Gar aue's mouth gu(h bowt fu? of water. 


NE LLY's gawſy, ſaft, and gay, 
Freſh as the lucken flowers in May; 
Ik ane that ſees her, cryes, Ah, hey! 

She's bonny! Oh! I wonder at her. 

The dimples of her chin and cheek, 

And limbs fae plump, invite to dawt her 3. 

Her lips ſae ſweet, and fkin ſae fleek, 


Gar mony mouths belides mine. 
* 


Now ſtrike my finger in a bore, 
My wiſon wi” the maiden ſhore, 
Gin I can tell whilk I am for, 
When theſe twa ſtars appear the githers 
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 T Love! why didſt thou gi'e thy fires 

Sae large, while we're oblig'd to neither? 
Our ſpacious ſauls* immenſe deſires, 

And ay be ina hankerin ſwither. 


T1BBY's ſhape and airs are fine, 
And NELLy's beauties are divine; 
But ſince they canna baith be mine, 

Ye gods, give ear to my petition ; 
Provide a good lad for the tane, 

But let it be with this proviſion, \ 
I get the other to my lane, | > 

In proſpect, plano, and fruition. 1 


This is no mine ain houſe.. 


HIS is no mine ain houſe, 
I ken by the rigging o't ;. 
Since with my love I've changed vows,. 
I dinna like the bigging o't. 
For now that I'm young RoB1E's bride, 
And miſtreſs of his fire-ſide, 
Mine ain houfe I like to guide, 
And pleaſe me wi' the trigging o't. 
Then farewell tg my father's houſe, 
I gang where love invites me; 
The ſtricteſt duty this allows, 
When love with honour meets me. 
When HY MEN moulds me into ane, 
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My Ro BI E's nearer than my kin, 
And to refuſe him were a ſin, 
Sae lang's he kindly treats me. 


When I am in mine ain houſe, 
True love ſhall be at hand ay, 

To make me {till a prudent ſpouſe, 
And let my man command ay ; 

Avoiding ilka cauſe of ſtrife, 

The common peſt of married life, 

That makes ane wearied of his wife, 
And breaks the kindly band ay. 


Todlen 3 


X7HAN'Pve a ſaxpence under my tlium,. 
Then I'll get credit in ilka town : 
But ay whan I'm poor they bid me gang by; 
O! poverty parts good company. 
Todlen hame, todlen lame, 
Cow dna my love come todlen lame? 


Fair fa' the goodwife, and ſend her good ſale, 
She gi'es us white bannocks to drink her ale, 
Syne if her typpony chance to be ſma', 

We'll tak a good ſcour o't, and ca't awa'. 
Todlen hame, todlen hame, p 
As round as a neep come todlen hame. 


My kimmer and lay down to ſleep, ö 
And twa pint ſtoups at our bed- feet; 
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end ay when we waken'd we drank them dry: 
What think you of my wee kimmer and I? 
Todlen butt and todlen ben, 
Sae round as my love comes todlen hame. 


Leez me on liquor, my todlen dow, 
Ye're ay ſae good-humour'd when weeting your mou'; 
When ſober ſae ſour, yell fight wi' a flee, 
That it's a blyth ſight to the bairns and me, 
Todlen hame, todlen lame, 
When round as a neep ye come todlen lame. 


What's that to you? 


Y JEANY and I have toil'd 
The live-lang ſummer-day, 
Till we amaiſt were ſpoil'd 
At making of the hay: 
Her kurchy was of holland clear, 
Ty'd on her bonny-brow ; 
I whiſper'd ſomething in her ear, 
But what's that to you ? 
Her ſtockings were of Kerſy green, 
As tight as ony filk : ?: 
O ſick a leg was never ſeen, : 
Her ſkin was white as milk ; 
Her hair was black as ane could wiſh, 
And ſweet ſweet was her mou; 
Oh! Jr AN daintily can kiſs, 
But what's that to you? : 
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The roſe and lily baith combine 
To make my Ir AN x fair, 
There is no benniſon like mine, 
J have amaiſt nae care; 
Only I fear my JEAN “s face 
May cauſe mae men to rue, 
And that may gar me ſay, Alas! | 
But what's that to you? 


Conceal thy beauties if thou can, 
Hide that ſweet face of thine, 

That I may only be the man 
Enjoys theſe looks divine. 

O do not proſtitute, my dear, 
Wonders to common view, 

And I, with faithful heart, ſhall ſwear 
For ever to be true. 


King SoLoMON had wives enew, 
And mony a concubine ; 

But I enjoy a bliſs mair true; 
His joys were ſhort of mine : 

And JE ANY's happier than they, 
She ſeldom wants her due ; 

All debts of love to her 1'll pay, 
And what's that to you? 


Li „„ 


Were na my Heart light I wad die. 


1 was ance a MA, and ſhe loe'd na men, 
She biggit her bonny bow'r down in yon glen; ; 

But now ſhe cries dool ! and a well-a-day ! 

Come down the green gate, and come here away. 

But now ſhe cries, &c. 
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When bonny young Joux came o'er the ſea, 

"He ſaid he ſaw naething ſae lovely as me; 

He hecht me baith rings and mony bra things ; 

And were na my heart light I wad die. ys 
He hecht me, SC. 


Ile had a wee titty that loed na me, 
Becauſe I Was twice as bonny as ſhe ; L 
She rais'd ſick a pother 'twixt him and his mother, 
That were na my heart light I wad die. 
She rais'd, &c. 


The day it was ſet, and the bridal to be, 
The wife took a dwam, and lay down to die; 
She main'd and ſhe grain'd out of dolour and pain, 
Till he vow'd-he never wad ſee me again. 

She main'd, &c. 


His kin was for ane of a higher degree, 
Said, What had he to do with the like of me! 
Albeit I was bonny, I was na for Jonny ; 
And were na my heart light I wad die. 

Albeit I was bonny, &c. 


They ſaid I had neither cow nor caff, 
Nor dribbles of drink rins throw the draff, 
Nor pickles of meat rins throw the mill- exe; 
And were na my heart light I wad die. 

Nor pickles of, &c. 


His titty ſhe was baith wylie and flee, 
She ſpy'd me as I came o'er the lee; 
Aud then ſhe ran in and made a loud din, 
Believe your ain een, an ye trow na me. 
And then ſhe, &c. 
Vo. II. K 
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His bonnet ſtood ay fu? round on his brow : 
His auld ane looks ay as well as ſome's new : 
But now he lets't wear ony gate it will hing, 
Aud caſts himſelf dowie upo' the corn-bing. 

But now he, &c. 


And now he gaes drooping about the dykes, 
And a' he dow do is to hund the tykes”: 
The live-lang night he ne'er ſtecks his eye, 
And were na my heart light I wad _ 
The live-lang, &c. 


Were I young for thee, as 1 hae been, 
We ſhou'd hae been galloping down on yon green, 
And linking it on the lily-white lee ; 
And wow gin I were but young for thee, 
Aud linking, &c. 


Where will our Goodman ly? 


H E. 


HERE wad bonnie AN NIE ly? 
Alane nae mair ye maun ly; 
Wad ye a goodman try? 
Is that the thing ye're lacking ! 


S HE. 


Can a laſs ſae young 1 
Venture on the bridal- tye, 

Syne down with a goodman ly? 
I'm flee'd he keep me wauking. 
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Never judge until ye try, . 
Mak me your goodman, I 
Shanna hinder you to ly, 

And leep till ye be weary. 


What if I ſhou'd wauking ly, 

When the hoboys are gawn by, 

Will ye tent me when I cry, 
My dear, I'm faint and iry ? 


HE. 
In my boſom thou ſhalt ly, 
When thou wakrife art, or dry, 


Healthy cordial ſtanding by, 
Shall preſeatly revive thee, 


SH Es 


To your will I then comply, 

Join us, prieſt, and let me try, 

How I'll wi? : goodman ly, 
Wha can a cordial gi'e me. 


— >» — i »” Pe GY a... 4 —_— — _ 
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Widow, are ye waking ? 
wu 4s that at my chamber-door? £ 
Fair widow, are ye waking 
Auld carl, your ſuit give o'er, 
Your love lyes a' in tawking, 15 


1 . 
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Gi e me a lad that's young and tight, 
Sweet like an April meadow ; 

*Tis ſick as he can bleſs the ſight, 
And boſom of a widow. 


„WO widow, wilt thou let me in? 
« I'm pawky, wiſe, and thrifty, 
„And come of a right gentle kin; 
I'm little mair than fifty.” 
Daft carle, dit your month, 
What ſignifies how pawky, 
Or gentle-born ye be,—bot youth, 
In love ye're but a gawky. 


„Then, widow, let theſe guineas ſpeak, 
© That powerfully plead clinkan 
« And if they fail, my mouth I'll ſteek, 5 
„% And nae mair love will think on.“ 
Theſe court indeed, I maun confeſs, 
J think they mak you young, Sir, 
And ten times better car expreſs 
Affection, than your tongue, Sir. 


* 


Wap at the Widow, my Laddie. 


H E widow can bake, and the widow can brew, 
The widow can ſhape and the widow can ſew, 
And mony bra things the widow can do; 
Then have at the widow, my lace, 
With courage attack her baith early and late, 
To kiſs her and clap her yon manna be blate ; 
Speak well and do better, for that's the beſt gate 
To win a young widow, my laddie, 


* 
2 
4 + 
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The widow ſhe's youthfu', and never ae hair 

The war of the wearing, and has a geo ſkar 

Of every thing lovely ; ſhe's witty and fair, 
And has a.rich jointure, my laddie 2 

What cou'd you wiſh better your n 

Than a widow, the bonnieſt toaſt in the town, 

Wi' naething but draw in your ſtool and fit down, 

And (ſport vai” the widow, my laddie ? 


Then till 'er and kill er wi? courteſie dead, 
Tho' ſtark love and kindneſs be a* ye can plead; 
Be heartſome aud airy, and hope to ſucceed 
Wi' a bonny gay widow, my laddie. 
Strike iron while 'tis het, if ye'd have it to wald, 
Hor Fortune ay favours the active and bauld, 
But ruins the wooer that's thou leſs and cauld, 
Unfit for the widow, my laddie, 


— — 


— 
— . 


Q 


W 1:LL 1 E was a.wanton Wag. 


\ ILLIE was a wanton wag, 
The blytheſt lad that e'er I ſaw,. 
At bridals ſtill ke bore the brag, 
And carried ay the gree awa' : 
His doublet was of Zetland ſhag, 
And wow! but W1iLL1E he was braw, 
And at his ſhoulder hang a tag, 
That pleas'd the laſſes beſt of a'. 


He was a man without a clag, . 
His beart was frank without a flawz. 
K 3. 


— 3 N 
3 
F 
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And ay whatever W1LL tt ſaid, 
It was {till hadden as a law. 

His boots they were made of the jag, ® 
When he went to the Weaponſhaw, 

Upon the green nane durſt him brag, 
The fiend a ane amang them a'. 


And was not WiLL1E well worth gowd ? 
He wan the love of great and ſina' ; 
For after he the bride had kiſs'd, 
He kiſs'd the laſſes hale-ſale a', 
Sae merrily round the ring they row'd, 
When be the hand he led them a', 
And ſmack on ſnack on them beſtow d, 
By virtue of a ſtanding law. 


And was nae WILLI r a great lown, 

As ſhyre a lick as e'er was ſeen ? 
When he danc'd wi' the laſſes round, 

The bridegroom ſpeir'd where he had been, 
Quoth WILLIE, I've been at the ring, 

Wi' bobbing, faith, my ſhanks are fair; 
Gae ca” your bride and maiden in, 

For WIL LIE he dow do nae mair, 


Then reſt ye, WILI IE, I'll gae out, 
And for a wee fill ap the ring. 


But, ſhame light on his ſouple ſnout, 


He wauted W1LL1e's wanton fling, 
Then ſtraight he to the bride did fare, 
Says, Well's me on your bonny face; 
WY bobbing WII LI E's ſhanks are fair, 
And I'm come out to fill his place, 


*. 


* 


Bridegroom, ſhe ſays, you'll ſpoil the dance, 
And at the ring you'll ay be lag, 
Unleſs, like WILLI E, ye advance: 
O! W1LL1E has a wanton leg; 
For wi't he learns us a” to ſteer, 
And foremoſt ay bears up the ring; 
We will find nae fick dancing here, 
If we want WILLIE's wanten fling. 


My 


E II 


Woo'd and married and a'. 


IJ 0 OD and married and a“, 
Woo'd and married and a”, 
Was ſhe nae very weel aff . 
Vas wood and married and a“. 
The Bride came ont of the byre, 
And O as ſhe dighted her cheeks, 
Sirs, I'm to be mafried the night, 
And has neither blankets nor ſheets, 
Has neither blankets nor ſheets, 
Nor ſcarce a coverlet too; 
The bride that has a' to borrow, 
Has e'en right meikle ado. 
Woo'd, and married, & c- 


Out ſpake the bride's father, 
As he came in frae the plough; . 

O had ye're tongue, my donghter, 
And ye's get gear enough; 

The ſtirk that ſtands i” the” tether, 
Aud our bra” baſin'd yade, 


% 


mn s cOors SONGS 


Will carry ye hame your corn, 
What wad ye be at, ye jad ? 
IWoo'd, and married, &c. 


Ont ſpake the bride's mither, 
What d---1 needs a' this pride ;. 
J had nae a plack in my pouch 
That night I was a bride; 
My gown was ttnſy-woolſy, 
Aud ne'er a fark ava; 
And ye hae ribbons and-butkins, 
Mae than ane or twa. 
Wood, and married, &c. 


What's the matter, quo. WIL LIFT 
Tho' we be ſcant o' claiths, 
We'll creep the nearer the gither, 
And we'll ſinore a' the fleas: 
Simmer is coming on, 
And we'll get teats of woo; 
And we'll get a laſs o' our ain, 
And ſhe'll ſpin claiths enew. 
Wood, and married, &c. 


Ont ſpake the bride's brither, 
As he came in wi' the kie ; 
Poor W1LL1E had ne'er a ta'en ye; 
Had he kent ye as weel as I; 
For you're baith proud and ſaucy, 
And no for a poor man's wife; 
Gin-I canna get a better, 
Iſe never tak ane i' my life. 
Vood, and married, &c. 


Out ſpake tlie brideꝰs ſiſter, 
As the came in frae the byre; 
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O gin I were but married, 
It's a' that I deſire: 
But we poor fo'k maun live ſingle; 
And do the beſt we can; 
I dinna care what I ſhou'd want, 
If I cou'd get but.a man. . 
IWoo'd, and married, &c. 


Wat ye wha I met Yeſtreen? 


OW wat ye wha I met yeſtreen, 

Coming down the ſtreet, my jo? 
My miſtreſs in her tartan ſcreen, 
Fow bonny, braw, and ſweet, my jo. 
My dear, quoth I, thanks to the night, _ 
That never wiſh'd a lover ill, 
Since ye're out of your mither's ſight,. 
Let's take a wauk up to the hill. 


O KATx, wiltu' gang wi? me, 
And leave the dinſome town a while? 
The bloſſom's ſprouting frae the tree, 
And a' the ſimmer's gaw'n to ſmile : 
The mavis, nightingale, and lark, 
The bleating lambs, and whiſtling hind, 
In ilka dale, green, ſhaw, and park, 
Will nouriſh health, and glad ye'r mind. 


soon as the clear goodman of day 
Bends up his morning-draught of dew, 
We'll gae to ſome burn-ſide and play, 
Ard gather flowers to buſk ye'r brow . 


* 


* 
* 


3 
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We'll pou the daiſies on the green, 

The lucken gowans frae the bog; 

Between hands now and then we'll lean, 

And ſport upoꝰ the velvet fog. : 


There's up into a pleaſant glen, 
A wee piece frae my father's tow'r, 
A canny, ſoft, and flow'ry den, 
Where circling birks have form'd a bow'r: 
Whene'er the ſun grows high and warm, 
We'll to the cauler ſhade remove; 
” There will I lock thee in mine arm, 
And love and kiſs, and kiſs and love. 


KAT Y's Anſwer. 
mither's ay glowran o'er me, 
Though ſhe did the ſame before me; 
F canna get leave to look to my loove, 
Or elſe ſhe'll be like to devour me. 


Right fain wad I take ye'r offer, 
Sweet Sir, but Ill tine my tocher; 
Then, Sandy, yell fret, and wyte ye'r poor Karr, 
Whene'er ye keek in your toom coffer, * 
For tho” my father has plenty 
Of filler and plenjſhing dainty, 
Yet he's unco ſwear to twin w! his gear 
And ſae we had need to be tenty, 


* 


Tutor my parents wi' caution, 

_  - Be wylie in ilka motion; 

Brag weel o' ye'r land, and there's my leal hand 
_ Win them, [I'll be at your devotion, 
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We'll a' to Kelſo go. = 


A I'll awa* to bonny Tweed-ſide, 
And ſee my deary come throw, g 
And he fall be mine, gif ſue he incline, ALY 
For I hate to lead apes below. 


While young and fair, Dll make it my care; 
To ſecure myſell in a jo ; 

I'm uo ſick a fool to let my blood cool, 
And ſyne gae lead apes below. 


Few words, bonny lad, will eithly perſuade, 
Though bluſhing, I daftly ſay, no ; 

Gae on with your ſtrain, and doubt not to gain, 
For I hate to lead apes below. 


Vnty'd to a man, do whate'er we can, 
We never can thrive or dow; 

Then I will do well, do better wha will, 
And let them lead apes below. 


Our time is precious, and gods are gracious, 
That beauties upon us beſtow : 

'Tis not to be thought we got them for nought, 
Or to be ſet up for a ſhow. 


'Tis carried by votes, come, kilt up ye'r coats, — 99 
And let us to Edinburgh go, 
Where ſhe that's bonny may catch a Jou N, 
And never | ad apes below. | 


* 
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Wayward Wife. 


'A Las ! my ſon, you little know, 
The ſorrows that from wedlock flow. 
Farewell to every day of eaſe, 
When you've gotten a wife to pleaſe : 
ae bide you yet, and bide you yet, 
Ye little hen what's to betide you yet, 
The half of that will gane you yet, 
Fa wayward wife obtain you yet. 


The black cow on your foot ne'er trod, 
Which gars you ſing alang the road, 
Sae bide you yet, &c. 


Sometimes the rock, fometimes the reel, 
Or ſome piece of the ſpinning wheel, 
She will drive at ye wi' good will, 
And then ſhe'll ſend ye to the deil. 
Sae bide ye yet, &c. TT» 


When I like yon was young and free, 

I valu'd not the proudeſt ſhe ; 

Like you I vainly boaſted then, 

That men-alone were born to reign ; 
But bide you yet, &c. 


'Great HERCULES and SAMSON tos, 
Were ſtronger men than IT or you; 
Yet, they were baffled by their dears, 
And felt the diſtaff and the ſheers ; 

Sae bids you yet, &c. * 
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Stout gates of braſs, aud well- built walls, 
Are proof *gainſt ſwords and cannon- balls, 
But nought is found by ſea or land, 
That can a wayward wife withſtand : 

Sae bide you yet, &c. | 


* * «4 4. — — — 


We're payly yet. 


77 E'RE gayly yet, and we're gayly yet, 
And were no very fou, but we're gayly ue 5 

- Then ſit ye a while, and tipple a bit, 

For we're no very ou, but we're gayly yet. 
There was a lad and they ca'd him Dicky, 
He gae me a kiſs, and I bit his lippy ; 
Then under my apron he ſhew'd me a trick ; 
And we're no very fou', but we're gayly yet. 

And we're gayly yet, &c. 


There were three lads, and they were clad, 
There were three laſſes, and they them had, 
Three trees in the orchard are newly ſprung, 
And we's a' get gear enough, we're but young, 
Then up wit AILLIE, AILLIE, 
Up wi't, AILLIE, N0Ww, 
Then up wi't, AILLIE, quo? m_— 
IWe's d' get roaring fou. | 


And one was kifs'd in the barn, 
Another was kiſs'd on the green, 
The third behind the peaſe ſtack, 
Till the mow flew up to her een, 
Then up wit, &c, 
Vo. II. L 


4; 
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Now, fy, Joun Tuonsox, rin, 
Gin ever ye ran in your life ; 
De'il get you, but hey, my dear Jack, 
There's a man got a-bed with _ wife. 
Then up wi't, &c. 


Then away Jon N T nomsSoON ran, 

And I trow he ran with ſpeed ; 

But before he had run his lengtli, 
The falſe loon had done the deed. 


We're gayly yet, &c. 


* 


\ 
W HEN we went to the field 4 war, 


With true deſign to ſtand our ground, 
And chace bur faes awa', WIL LIE; 

Lairds and Lords came there bedeen, 
And yow gin y were pta', WILIIE, 
Up and war em a', Wilts, 
War 'em, war e 4% WILLIX. 


And when our army drawn up, 
The braweſt e er ſaw, WILLI Ir, 
We did not doubt to rax the rout, 
And win the day and a, WILLIE. 
Pipers play d frae right to left, 
Fy, fourugh Whigs awa', Wirt. 
.Up . war, Kc. | 


Put when our ſtandard was ſet up, | 
Sgfferce the wind did bla, WILLI E, 


- 


Up and war them a', WILLI. 


ind to the Weaponſhaw//W1LL1E, 
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The golden knop down from: the top, 
Unto the ground did fa', WIL LIE. 

Then ſecond-ſighted Sa N D aid, 
We'll do nae good at a, WILILIE. 
. Up and war, &c. 


When bra 1 they b our left, 
Our front, aud flank, and a', WILLI IE; 
Our bald comander on the green, 
Our faes theit left did ca”, W1ILL1E, 
And thsre the gr teſt laughter made 
That e'er poor TONALD ſaw, WILLIE» 
Up and war, &. 
Fir when they ſaw dur Highland mob, 
They ſwore they'd ſlay us a', WiLLIE: 
And yet ane yu his breiks for fear, 
And fo did rin awa', WILLIE. 
We drave him back to Bonnybrigs, 


Dragoons, and foot, aud *, WILLIE, 
Up as doom, e. i 


But when their gen'ral view'd our lines, 
And them in order faw, WiLL1E, 
He ſtraight did march into the town, 
And back his left did draw, W1LL1Es 
Thus we taught him the better gate 
To get a better fa, Wixxiz . 
T and war, &. 


100 then we rally d on the hills, 
And bravely up did draw, W1IIIE: 
But gin ye ſpear wha wan the day, 
I'll tell you what I ſaw, W1LLIE : 
| FE 2 8 
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We baith did fight, and baith were beat, 
And baith did rin awa' , IWILIIE. 


About the thing I ſaw, 


HILLIE» 


Up in the Air. 


OW the ſun's gane out of ſight, 
Beet the ingle, and ſnuff the light. 
In glens the fairies ſkip and dance, 
And witches wallop o'er to France: 

Up in the air, on my bonny grey. mare, 
And I ſee her yet, and I ſee her yet, 
Up in, &c. 


The wind's drifting hail and ſna', 
O'er frozen hags, like a foot - ba“; 
Nae ſtarns keek thro” the azure lit, 
'Tis cauld and mirk as ony pit. 
The man i the moon is carouſing aboon, 
D' ye ſee, d' ye ſee, d' ye ſee him yet? 
The man, &c. 3: 2 


Tak your glaſs to clear your een, 
- 'Tis-the elixir heals the ſpleen, 
Buith-wit and mirth it will inſpire, 
And gently puff the lovers fire: 
Dp in the air, it drives awa? care; x 
Ha'e wi! ye, ha'e wi! ye, and ha'e wi' ye, lads, yet. 
Up in, 1 | 


Steek the doors, had out the froſt; + 85 , 
Come, WILL IE, gie's abous ye'r toaſt; as 
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Tilt lads, and lilt it out, 


And let us hae a blythſoine bout. ad 
Up wit there, there, dinna cheat, but drink fair ; 33 For ' 
Huzza, huzza, and huzza, lads, yet. . 8. 
Up wi't, &c. 


The yellow-hair'd Laddie. 


HE yellow-hair'd laddie fat down on yon brae, 
Cries, Milk the ewes, laflie, let nane of them gae 
And ay ſhe milked, and ay ſhe ſang, 
The yellow-hair'd laddie ſhail be my goodman. 
And ay ſlie milked, &c. 


The weather is cauld, and my claithing is thin, "+ 2.0 a 
The ewes are new clipped, they winua bught in; by 
They winna bught in tho? I ſhou'd die, „ 
O yellow-hair'd laddie, be kind to me, | | A = 


They winna bug/t r, &c. 


The goodwife cries butt the honſe, Ir xxx, come des, 
The cheeſe is to mak, and the butter's to kirn 
Tho” butter, and cheeſe, and @ ſhou'd ſowre, 

I'll crack and kiſs wi' my love ae haff hour; 

It's ae haff hour, and we's e'en mak it three, | * 
Fur the yelow-hair'd laddie my huſband ſhall be. 3 


The Wife of Auchtermuchty. 


N Auchtermuchty dwelt a man, | * Ny — 2X0 8 
An huſband, as I heard it tawild, EDI 8 "oY 
Quha weil coud tipple aut a can. Po 
And —_—_ luvit aa nor cauld: 9 


x *- 


5 
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Quhen he came in he blinkit ben, 
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Till anes it fell upon a day, 
He zokit his plewch upon the plain; 
And ſchort the ſtorm wald let him ſtay, 
Sair blew the day with wind and ruin. 


He looſd the plewch at the lands end, 
And draife his owſen hame at ene; 


And ſaw. his Wyfe baith dry and clene,, 
Set beikand by a fyre fu' bauld, 
Suppand fat fowp, as I beard ſay: 
The man being weary, wet, and cauld, 
Betwein thir twa it: was nae play. 


Quod he, Quhair is my horſes carn, 
My owſfen. has nae hay nor ſtrae, 


Dame, ze maun to the pleweh the morn, 


1 Call be huſfy gif 1 may. 
This ſeid-time it proves cauld and bad, 
And ze ſit warm, nae troubles ſe; 
The morn ze ſall gae wi” the lad, 
And fyne zeil ken. what drinkers drie, 


Gudeman, quod ſcho, content am I, 
To tak. the plewch-my day about, 


Sae ye rule weil the kaves and ky, 


And all the houſe baith in and aut: 
And now fen ze haif made the law, 
Then gyde all richt, and do not break; 


They ſicker raid that, neir did faw, 


' Therefore let naething be neglect. 


But ſen ye will huffyſkep, ken, i l 
Firſt ze maun ſift and ſyne ſall knedz.' © 


And ay ad ze gang butt andiben; . 
. the bairns dr wot the beds: > 18 


, x 
» — 
E 
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And lay a ſaft wyſp to the kiln, 

We haif a dear farm on our heid:; 
And ay as ze gang forth. and in, 

Keip weil the gaiſlings frae the gled. 
The wyfe was up richt late at ene, 

I pray luck gife her ill to fair, 4 
Scho kiru'd the kirn, and. ſkumt it clene 
Left the gudeman but bledoch bair: 

Then in the morning up ſcho gat; 
And on her heart. laid her disjune, 
And pat as mickle in her lap, 
As micht haif ſerd them baith at nne. 


Says, Jo x, be thou maiſter. of wark, 

And thou ſail had, and, I fall ka, 
We promiſe thee a gude new ſark, 
Either of round claith or of ſima. 

She lowit the ouſen aught or nyne, 

And hynt a gad>ſtaff in her hand; 
Up the Gudeman raiſe aftir ſyne, 

And faw the Wyfe had done command. 


He draif the gaiſlings forth to feill, 
Thair was but ſevenſum of them aw, 
And lickt up five, left him but twa: 


= 
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How ſune he hard the gaifling cry; 
But: than or he came in again, | 
Fhe-kaves brake louſe and ſuckt the kx. 


The caves and ky met in the loan, 
The man ran wida rung to red, 

Phan by came an illwilly. roan, | 
' - 37 oath ber n l 
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Syne up he tuke a rok of tow, 

And he ſat down to ſey the ſpinning; 
He loutit doun our neir the low, 

Quod he, This. wark has ill beginning, 


The leam vp throu the lum did flow, 
The ſute tuke fire, it flyed him than, 
Sum lumps did fa“ and burn his pow; 
I wat he was a dirty man ; 
Zit he gat water in a pan, 
k Quherwith he flokend out the fyre : 
To ſoup the houſe he ſyne began, 
To had all richt was his deſyre. 


Hynd to the kirn then did he ſtoure, 
And jumblit at it till he ſwat, 
Quhen he had rumblit a full lang hour, 
The ſorrow crap of butter he gat ; 
Albeit nae butter he could get, 
Zet he was cummert wi' the kirn, 
And ſyne he het the milk ſae het, 
That ill a ſpark of it wad zyrne. 


Then ben thair came a greedy ſow, 
I trow he cund her little thank : 
For in ſcho ſhot her mickle mow, 
And ay ſcho winkit, and ay ſcho drank. 
He tuke the kirnſtaff be the ſchank, 
And thocht to reik the ſow a root, 
The twa left gaiflings gat a clank, 
+ That ſtralk dang baith their harns out. 
Then he bure kendling to the kill, 
But ſcho ſtart up all in a law, 
Quhat eir he heard, what eir he ſary | ; 
That day be had nae will ta * > 6: 1 ix 
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Then he zied to tak up the bairns, 

Thocht to have fund them fair and clene, 
The firſt that he gat in his arms, 

Was a bedirtin to the ene. 


The firſt it ſmellt ſae ſappylie, 
To touch the lave he did not grien: 
The deil cut aff thair hands, quoth he, 
That cramd zour kytes ſae ſtrute zeſtrein. 
He traild the foul ſheits down the gate, 
Thocht to have waſht them on a ſtane, 
The burn was riſen grit of ſpait, 
Away frae him the ſheits has tane. 


Then up he gat on a know-heid, 
On hir to cry, on hir to ſchout ; 
Scho hard him, and ſcho hard him not, 
But ſtoutly ſteird the ſtots about. 
Scho draif the day unto the nicht, 
Scho lowſt the plewch, and fyne came hame; 
Scho fand all wrang that ſould bene richt, 
I trow the man thocht mekle ſchame. 


Quoth he, My office I forſake, 
For all the hale days of my lyfe; 
For I wald put a houſe to wraik,. 
Had I been twenty days gudewyfe. 
Quoth ſcho, Weil mot ze bruik your place, 
For truly I fall neir accept it; 
Quoth he, Feynd fa the lyar's face, 
But zit ze may be blyth to get it. 


Then up ſcho gat a meikle rung; 

And the gudeman made to the dore, 
Quoth he, Dame, I ſall hald my tung, 
For an we fecht I'll get the war. 


130 SCOTS SONGS. 


Quoth he, When I forſake my plewch, 
I trow I but forſuke my {kill ; 

Then J will to my plewch again; . 
For I and this houſe will nevir do weil. 


— 


Bannocks of Barley-meal. 


name is ARGYLL : you may think it ſtrange, 
To live at the court, and never to change; 
All falſehood and flatt'ry I do difdain ; 

In my ſecret thoughts no deceit ſhall remain: 

In ſiege or in battle I ne'er was diſgrac'd ; 

I always my king and my country have fac'd ; 

Ill do any thing for my country's well, 

I'd live upo* bannocks o' barley-meal. 

Adieu to the courtiers of London town, 

For to my ain country I will gang down; 

At the ſight of Kirkaldy ance again, 

Ill cock up my bonnet, and march amain. 

O the muckle de'il tak a? your noiſe and ſtrife, 
I'm fully reſolv'd for a country life, 

Where a' the bra“ laſſes, wha kens me well, 
Will feed me wi' bannocks o' barley- meal. 


Pl quickly lay down my fword and my gun, 
And 1'll put my plaid and my bonnet on, 
WY wy plaiding ſtockings and leather-heel'd ſhoon ; 
They'll mak me appear a fine fprightly loon. 
And when I am dreſt thus frae tap to tae, 
Hame to my MAGGIE I think for to gae, 
Wi my claymore hinging down to my heel, 
To whang at the baunocks o' barley-meal. 


SCOTS SONGS. 1317 


I'll buy a fine preſent to bring to my dear, 
A pair of fine garters for MA4GG1E to wear, 
And ſome pretty things elſe, I do declare, 
When ſhe gangs wi? me to Paiſley fair. 

And whan we are married we'll keep a cow, 

My Mor Call milk her, and I will plow : 
Well live a the winter on beef and lang-kail, 
And whang at the bannocks of barley-meal. 


If my Mac ſhou'd chance to bring me a ſon, 
He's fight for his king, as his daddy has done; 
I'll ſend him to Flanders ſome breeding to learn, 
Syne hame into Scotland and keep a farm. — 
And thus we'll live and induſtrious be, 
Aud wha'll be ſae great as my MAE and me; 
We'll ſoon grow as fat as a Norway ſeal, 
Wi' feeding on bannocks o' barley-meal. 


Adieu to you citizens every ane, 
Wha jolt in your coaches to Drury-lane ; . 
You bites of Bear-garden who fight for gains, 
And you fops who have got more wigs than brains; 
You cullies and bullies, Pl bid you adieu, 
For whoring and ſwearing I'll leave it to you; 
Your woodcock and pheaſant, your duck and your teal, 
I'll leave them for bannocks o' barley-meal. | 


I'll leave aff kiſſing a citizen's wife, 
I'm fully reſolv'd for a country life; 
Kifling and toying, Dll ſpend the lang day, 
Wi' bonny young laſſes on cocks of hay; 
Where each clever lad gives his bonny laſs 
A kiſs and a tumble upo* the green graſs. 
FU awa' to the Highlands as faſt's I can reel, 
And whang at the bannocks o 2 N 


'Y 
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No Dominies for me, laddie. 


CnuANC'D to meet an airy blade, 
A new-made pulpiteer, laddie, 
With cock'd-vp hat and powder'd wig, 
Black coat and cuffs fu' clear, laddie ; 


A long cravat at him did wag, 


And buckles at his knee, laddie ; 


Says he, My heart, by Cue1d's dart, 


Is captivate to thee, laſſie. 


I' rather chuſe to thole grim death; 

. So ceaſe and let me be, laddie : 

For what? ſays he; Good roth, ſaid I, 
No dominies for me, laddie. 

Miniſters? ſtipends are uncertain rents 

For ladies“ conjunct-fee, laddie ; 

When books and gowns are all cried down, 
No dominies for me, laddie. 


But: for your ſake I'll fleece the flock, 
Grow rich as I grow. auld, laſſie; 
If I be ſpar'd I'll be a laird, 
And thou's be Madam call d, laſſie. 
But what if ye ſhou'd chance to die, 
Leave bairns, ane or twa, laddie ? 
Naething wad be reſerv'd for them - 
But hair-mould books to gnaw, laddie. 
At this he angry was, I wat, 
He gloom'd and look'd fu' high, laddie : 
When I perceived. this, in haſte 
I left my dominie, laddie, 
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'Fare ye well, my charming maid, 
This leſſon learn of me, laſſie, 

At the next offer hold him faſt, 
That firſt makes love to thee, laſſie. 


Then J returning hame again, 
And coming down the town, laddie, 
By my good luck I chanc*d-to meet 
A gentleman dragoon, laddie 
And he took me by baith the hands, 
"Twas help in time ef need, laddie, 
Fools on ceremonies ſtand, 
At twa words we agreed, laddie. 


He led me to his quarter houſe, 
Where we exchang'd a word, laddie : E 
We had nae uſe for black-gowns there, 
We married o'er the ſword, -laddie. 
Martial drums is muſic fine, 
Compar'd wi' tinkling bells, laddie; 
Gold, red and blue, is more divine 
Than black, the hue of hell, laddie. 


Kings, queens, and princes, crave the aid 
Of my brave ftout 'dregoon, laddie ; 4 
While dominies are much employ'd $6.5. 
Bout whores and ſackloth gowns, laddie, ; 2 
Away wi' a' theſe whining loons; 
They look like, Let me be, laddie ; 
I've more delight in roaring guns ; 
No dominies for me, laddie. 
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JAMIE gay. 


AS JAMTT gay gang'd blyth his way 
Along the river T weed, 

A bonny laſs as e'er was ſeen, 

Came tripping o'er the mead. 

The hearty ſwain, untaught to feign, 
The buxom nymph ſurvey'd, 

And full of glee as lad could be, 
Beſpoke the pretty maid, 


Dear Laſſie tell, why by thineſell - 
Thou haſt'ly wand'reſt here. 

My ewes, ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide, 
Canſt tell me, laddie, where? 

To town I'll hie, he made reply, 
Some meikle ſport to ſee, 

But thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat, 
I'll ſeek the ewes with thee. 


She gi'm her hand, nor made a ſtand, 
But lik'd the youth's intent ; 

O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale 
Right merrily they went. 

T he birds ſang ſweet, the pair to greet, 
And flowers bloom'd around? 

And as they walk'd, of love they talk'd, 
And joys which lovers crown'd. : 


And now the ſun had roſe to noon, 
The zenith of his power, | 
When to a ſhade their ſteps they made, 
To paſs the mid-day hour, 
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The bonny lad rowd in his plaid- 
The laſs, who ſcorn'd to frown ; - 

She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſought, 
And he to gang to town. 


- Tve been Courting. 


1 been courting at a laſs 
Theſe twenty days and mair ; 
Her father winna gi'e me her, 

She has ſick a gleib of gear. 
But gin I had her where I wou'd 
Amiang the hether here, 

I'd ſtrive to win her kindaeſs, . 8 

For a' her father's care. — 9 


For ſhe's a bonny ſonſy laſs, 

An armsfu', I twear ; 
I wou'd marry her without a coat, 

Or e'er a plack o gear. 

For, truſt me, when I ſaw her firſt, 
She gae me ſick a wound, 

That a' the doctors i' the earth 
Can never mak me ſound. 


For when ſhe's abſent frae my ſight; 
I think upon her ſtill; ba 
And when I ſleep, or when I'wake; x * | —_ 
She does my ſenſes fill. 
M.2 
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May Heavens guard the bonny laſs 
That ſweetens a' my life; 

Il And ſhame fa? me gin e'er I ſeek 
ik Anither for. my wife, 
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My Heart's my ain. 


PIs mae very lang ſinſyne, 
That I had a lad of my ain; 
But now he's awa' to anither, 
And left me a' my lain. 
The laſs he's courting has ſiller, 
And I hae nane at a'; 
And 'tis nought but the love of the tocher 
That's tane my lad awa'. 


But I'm blyth, that my heart's my ain, 
And I'll keep it a' my life, 
Until that, I meet wi a lad 
W ho has ſenſe to wale a good wife. 
For though I ſay't myſell, | 
That ſnou'd nae ſay't, *tis true, 
The lad that gets me for a wife, 
He'll ne'er hae occaſion to rue. 


J gam ay fou clean and fon toih, 
As * the neighbours can tell; 
Though I've ſeldom a gown on my back; 
But ſick as I ſpin myſell. | 
And when I am clad in my curtſey, 
| 1 think myſell as braw. 
As Sus IE, w? z' her pearling 
That's tane my lad awa'. 
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Zut I wiſh they were buckled together, 
And may they live happy for life; ö 
Tho' WILLIE doas flight me, and's left me, 
The chield he deſerves a-good- wife. 
But, O! Pm blyth that I've mifs'& him, 
As blyth as I weel can be; 
For ane that's ſae keen o' the filler. 
Will-ne'er agree. wi' me. 


But as the truth is, I'm hearty, 
I hate to be ſcrimpit or ſcant ; 
The wie thing J hae, I' make uſe o't, 
And nae ane about me ſhall want. 
For I'm a good guide o' the warld, 
J ken when to ha'd and to gie; 
For whingjng and cringing for ſiller 
Will ne'er agree wi” me. 


Contentment is better than riches, . 
An' he wha has that has enough; 
The maſter is ſeldom ſae happy 
As RoB1n that drives the plough. 
But if a young lad .wou'd caſt up, 
To make me his partner for life ; 
If the chield has the ſenſe to be happy, 
He'll fa? on his feet for a wife. 


* — 


737 


- 


My Wife's ta'en the Gee. 


FRIEND of mine came here yeſtreen, 
And he wou'd hae me down 
To drink a bottle of ale wi? him 
In the nieſt borrows town: 
| * M.3; 
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But, O! indeed, it was, Sir, 
Sae far the war for me; 
For lang or e'er that I came hame, ' 
My wife had ta'en the gee. 


We ſat ſae late, and drank ſae ſtout, 
The truth I tell to you; 

That lang or e'er midnight came, 
We were a' roaring fou. 

My wife ſits at the fire - ſide; 

a And the tear blinds ay her ee, 
The ne'er a. bed will ſhe gae to; 

But ſit and tak the gee. 


In the morning ſoon, when I came down, 
The ne'er a word ſhe ſpake; 
But mony a ſad and ſour look, 
And ay her head ſhe'd ſhake. 
My dear, quoth I, what aileth thee, 
To look ſae ſour on me? | 
T'll never do the like again, # 
If yav'll never tak the gee. 


When that ſhe heard; ſhe ran, ſhe flang 
Her arms about my neck ; 
And twenty kifles in a crack, 
And, poor wee thing, ſhe grat. 
If you'll ne'er do the like again, 
But bide at hame wi' me, 
]'ll lay my life Iſe be the wife 
That's never tak the gee, 


— 
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Walliſou fa” the Cat. 


HERE was a bonnie wi' laddie, 
Was keeping a bonny whine ſheep.; 
There was a bonnie wee laſſie, 
Was wading the water ſae deep, 
Was wading the water ſae deep, 


And a little above her knee ; 1 


The laddie cries unto the laſſie, 
Come down Tweediide to me. 


And when I gade down Tweed-ſide, 
I heard, I dinna ken what, 
I heard ae wife ſay b anither, 
W allifou fa” the cat 
Wallifou fa” the cat, 
She's bred the houſe. an wan eaſe; 
She's open'd the am'ry door, 
And eaten up a' the. cheeſe. 


She's eaten up a? the cheeſe, 
O' the kebbuk ſhe's no left a bit; 
She's dung down the bit. ſkate on the brace; 
And 'tis fa'en in the ſowen kit; 
Tis out o' the ſowen kit, of 
And *tis into the maiſter- can; 6 
It will be ſae fiery ſa't, 
*I will poiſon our goodman, 
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Here awa', there awa'. 


"JERE awa', tliere awa', here awa” WI III/, 
Here awa', there awa', here awa' hame; 
Lang have I ſought thee, dear have J bought thee, 

Now I have gotten my W1LL1E again. 


Thro' the lang muir I. have. follow'd my. WI III r, 
Thro' the lang muir I have follow'd him hame, 
Whatever: betide us, nought ſhall divide us; 

Love. now rewards all my ſorrow and pain. 


Here awa', there awa', here awa', WiLl1e,. 
Here awa', there awa', here awa' hame, 

Come Love, believe me, nothing can grieve me, 
Ilka thing pleaſes. while WIILIE's at hame, 


— — 


r Drap of Capie O. 


HE RE liv'd a wife in our gate - end, 
L She lo'ed a drap of capie--O,. 
And all the gear that eber ſhe gat, 
She flipt it in her gabie---O. . | 
Upon a froſty winter's night, 
The wife had got a drapie--O, 
And ſhe had piſh'd her coats ſae weil, 
She could not find the patie O. | 


But ſhe's awa' to her goodman, 
They ca'd him TAMIT LaMige-0z 
Ode ben and fetch the cave to me, 4 
That I may get a dramie- -O. 
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TaM1E was an honeſt man, 
Himſelf he took a drapie---0, 
It was nae well out o'er his craig, 
Till ſhe was on his tapie---O. 


She paid him weil, baith back. and ſide, 
And fair ſhe creiſh'd his backie---O,. 
And made his ſkin baith blue and black, 
And gar'd his ſnoulders crackie---O:; 


Then he's awa' to the malt barn, 
And he has ta'en a pockie---O, 

He put her in, baith head and tail, 
And caſt her o'er his backie---Q. 


The carling ſpurn'd wi' head and feet, 
The Carle he was ſae ackie---O,. 
To ilka wall that he came by, 
He gar'd her head play knackie---O. 


Goodman, I think you'll murder me, 


My brains you out will knockie---O,. 


He gi'd her ay the other hitch, _ 
Lie ſtill, you devil's buckie---O.. 


Goodman, I'm like to make my burn; 
O let me out, good TAM1E---O; 
Then he ſet her upon a ſtane, 
And bade her piſh-a damie---0: 


Then TAM1x took her aff the ſtane, 
And put her in the pockie---Q, 
And when ſhe did begin to ſpurn, 

He lent her ay a Knockie---O. 


Away he went to the mill-dam, 
And there ga'e. her a duckie -O, 


TA 
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And ilka chiel that had a ſtick, 
Play'd thump: upon her backie- -O. 


And when he took her hame again, 
He did hing up the pockie-- -O, 

At her bed-ſide, as I hear ſay, 
Upon a little knagie---O. 


And ilka day that ſhe up-roſe, 
In naithing but her ſmockie---O, 
Sae ſoon as ſhe look'd o'er the bed, 
She might behold the pockie---O. 


Now all ye men, baith far and near, 
That have a drunken tutie---O, 
Duck you your wives in time of year, 
And I'll lend you the pockie---O, 


The wife did live for nineteen years, 
And was fu' frank and cuthie---O, 
And ever ſince ſhe got the duck, 
She never had the drouthie---O, 


At laſt the carling chanc'd to die, 
And TAM ITE did her bury- -O, 
And for the publick benefit, 
He has gar'd print the curie---O, 


And this he did her motto make; 
Here lies an honeſt luckie---O, 
Who never left the drinking trade, 
Until. ſhe got a duckie- -O. 


1 
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WILLIE WINXEI E's Teſtament, 


Y daddy left me gear enough, 

A couter, and an auld beam-plough, 
A nebbed ſtaff, a nutting-tyae, 

A fiſhing wand with hook and line; 

With twa auld ſtools, and a dirt-houſe, 

A jerkenet ſcarce worth a louſe, 

An auld patt, that wants the lug, 

A ſpurtle and a ſowen mug. 


A hempken heckle, and a mell, 
A tar-horn, and a weather's bell, 
A muck-fork, and an auld peet-creel, 
The ſpakes of our auld ſpinning-wheel. 
A pair of branks, yea, and a ſaddle, 
With our auld brunt and broken laddle, 
A whang-bit, and a ſaitfle-bit ; 
Chear up, my bairns, and dance a fit, 


. 


A flailing-ſtaff and a timmer ſpit, 
An auld kirn and a hole in it, 
Yarn-winnles, and a reel, 

A fetter-lock, a trump of ſteel, 

A whiſtle, and a tup-horn ſpoon, 
With an auld pair of clovted ſhoon, 
A timmer ſpade, and a gleg ſhear, 
A bonnet for my bairns to wear. 


A timmer tong, a broken cradle, 
The pillion of an auld car-ſaddle, 
A gullie-knife, and a horſe-wand, 
A mitten for the left hand 
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With an auld broken pan of braſs, 

With an auld ſark that wants the arſe, 

An auld-band, and a hoodling how, 

1 hope, my bairns, ye're a weil now. 
Aft have T*borne ye on my back, 

With a' this riff-raff in my pack; 

And it was a' for want of gear, 


That gart me ſteal Meſs Jon N's grey mare: 


But now, my bairns, what ails ye now? 
For ye ha'e naigs enough to plow ; 
And hoſe and ſhoon fit for your feet, 
Chear up, my bairns, and dinna greet. 


Then with myſel 1 did adviſe, 

My daddy's gear for to comprize ; 

Some neighbours I ca'd in to ſee 

What gear my daddy left to me. 

They ſat three quarters of a year, 
-Comprizing of my daddy's gear; 

And when they had gi'en a' their votes, 
T was ſcarcely a? worth four pounds Scots. 


. 


The Ploughman. 


HE ploughman he's a bonny lad, 

And a? his wark's at leiſure, 
And when that he comes hame at ev'n, 
He kifles me wi' pleaſure. 

Up wi't now, my ploughman lad, 
Up wit now, my ploughman ; 

Of @ the lads that I do ſee, 
Commend me to the plougliman. 
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Now the blooming ſpring comes on, 
He takes his yoking early, 
And whiſtling o'er the furrow'd land, 
He goes to fallow clearty ; 
Up wi't now, &c. 


Whan my ploughman comes hame at ev'n, 
He's often wet and weary ; 
'Caſt aff the wet, put on the dry, 
And gae to bed, my deary. 
Up wi't now, &c. 


I will waſh my ploughman's hoſe, 
And I will waſh his o'erlay, 
And I will make my ploughman's bed, 
And chear him late and early. 
Merry butt, and merry ben, 
Merry is my plouguhman 3 
Of a' the trades that I do ken, 
Commend me to the ploughman, 


Plough you hill, and plongh you dale, 
Plough you faugh and fallow, 
Who winna drink the ploughman's health, 
Is but a dirty fellow. 
Merry butt, and, &c. 
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The Tailor. 


HE tailor came to clout the claiſe, 
Sick a braw fellow, 
He fill'd the houſe a? fou of fleas, 
Daffin down, and daffin down, 
Vot. HI. N 
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He fill'd the houſe a” fou of fleas, 
Daffin down and dilly. 


The laſſie ſlept ayont the fire, 
Sic a braw hiſley ! 

Oh! ſhe was a' his heart's defire ; 
Daffin down, and daffin down ; 

Oh! ſhe was a' his heart*s deſire : 
Daffin down and dilly. 


The laſſie ſhe fell faſt aſleep ; 
Sic a braw hiſley ! 
The tailor cloſe to her did creep ; 
Dafiin down, and daffin down 
The tailor cloſe to her did creep ; 
Daffin down and dilly. 


The laſſie wakew'd in a fright ; 
Sic a braw hiſſey! 
Her maidenhead had taen the flight ; 
Daffin down, and daflin down; 
Her maidenhead had taen the flight ; 
Daftin down and dilly. 


She ſought it butt, ſhe ſought it ben; 
Sic a braw hiſley ! 
And in beneath the clocken-hen ; 
- -PDaikn-down, and daffin down; 
And in beneath the clocken-hen ; 
Daffin down. and dilly. 


She ſought it in the owſen-ſtaw ; 
Sic a braw hiſſey! 
No, faith, quo* ſhe, it's quite awa? ; 


Daft down, and daffin down, 
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No, faith, quo? ſhe, it's quite awa? ; 
Daſſin down and dilly, 


She ſought it *yont the knocking ſtane; 
Sic a braw hifſey! . 

Some day, quo? ſhe, *twill gang its 3 
Daffin down, and daffin down; 
Some day, quo? ſhe,- twill gang its lane; 

Daffin down and dilly. 


She ca'd the taylor to the court ; 
Sic a braw hiſſey! 

And a' the young men round about; 
Data down, and daſſin down : 

And a' the young men round about; 
Daffin down and dilly. 


She gard the tailor pay a fine ; 
Sic a braw hifley! 
Gie me my maidenhead agen ; 
Dafin down, and daflin down; 
Cie me my maidenhead agen; 
Daffin down and qlly. 
* 


O what way wad ye hae't agen ? 
Sic a braw hifley ! | 


| 2 = 


Oh! juſt the way that it was tanz: 1 


Daffin down, and daffin down; 
Oh! juſt the way that it was taen; 
Pafan down and dilly. 
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The maid gaed to the Mill. 


HE maid's gane to the mill by night, 
Hech hey, ſae-wanton ; | 

The maid's gane to the mill by night, 

Hey ſae wanton ſhe ; 
She's ſworn by moon and ſtars ſae bright, 
That ſhe ſhould hae her corn ground, 
That ſhe ſhould hae her corn ground, 

Mill and multure free, 


Out then came the miller's man, 
Hech hey, ſae wanton; 

Out then came the miller's man, 
Hey fac wanten he; 

He ſware he'd do the beſt he can, 

For to get her corn ground, 

For to get her corn ground, 
Mill and multure free. 


He put his hand about her nech, 
Hech hey, ſae wanton; 

He put his hand about her neck, 
Hey ſae wanton he; 

He dang her down upon. a ſack, 

And there ſhe got her corn ground, 

And there ſhe got her corn ground, 
Mill and multure free. 


When other maids gaed out to play, 
Hech hey, ſae wantop ;. 
When other maids gaed out to play, 

Hey ſae wantoulie ; 
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She ſigh'd and ſobb'd, and wadnae ſtay, 

Becauſe ſhe'd got her corn ground, 

Becauſe ſhe'd got her corn ground, 
Mill and multure free.. 


When forty weeks were paſt and gane, 
Hech hey, ſae wanton : 

When forty weeks were paſt and bene, 
Hey ſae wantonlie; 

This maiden had a braw lad-bairn, 

Becauſe ſhe*d got her corn ground, 

Becauſe ſhe'd got her corn ground, 
Mill and multure free. 


Her mither bade her caſt it out, 
Hech hey, ſae wanton; 

Her mither bade her caſt it out, 
Hey ſae wantonlie; 

It was the miller's duſty clout, 

For getting of her corn ground, 

For getting of her corn ground, 
Mill and multure free. 


Her father bade her keep it in, 
Hech hey, fae wanton ; 

Her father bade her keep it in, 
Hey ſae wantonlie, 

It was the chief of a' her kin, 

Becauſe ſhe'd got her corn ground, 

Becauſe ſhe'd got. her corn ground, 
Mill and multure free. 
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The briſk young Lad. 


- kin ERE came a young man to my daddie's door, 
My daddie*'s door, my daddie's door, 
There came a young man to my daddie's door, 
Came ſeeking me to woo. 
And wow but he was a braw young lad, 
A briſk young lad, and a braw young lad, 
And wow but he was a braw young lad, 
Came ſeeking me to woo. 


But I was baking when he came, 
When he came, when he came; 

I took him in and gae him a ſcone, 
To thow his frozen mou”. 
And wow but, &c. 


1 ſet him in aſide the bink, 
1 gae him bread, and ale to drink, 
And ne'er a blyth ſtyme wad he blink, 
Until his wame was fou. 
And wow but, &c. 


Gae, get ye gone, ye cauldrife wooer, 
Je ſour- looking, cauldrife wooer, 
1 ſtraightway ſhow'd him to the door, 
Saying, Come nae mair to woo. 
Aud wow but, &c. We 


There lay a duck-dub before the door, 
Before the door, before the door, 
Pere lay a duck-dub before the door, 

ad there fell he I tow. 
Aud wow but, &c, 


2 
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Ont came the goodman, and high he ſhouted, 
Out came the goodwife, and low {he louted, 
Aud a' the town-neighbours were gather'd about it, 
And there lay he I trow. | 
And wow but, &c. 


Then out came I, and ſneer'd and ſmil'd, 
Ye came to woo, but ye're a' beguil'd, 
Ye'ave fa'en i the dirt, and ye're a befyPd. 
We'll hae nae mair of you. 
And wow bit, &c. 


The Surpriſe, 


HAD a horſe, and I had nae mair, 
I gat him frae my daddy; 
My purſe was light, and my heart was fair, 
But my wit it was fu” ready. 
And ſae I thought upon a wile, 
Outwittens of my daddy, 
To fee myſell to a lowland laird, 
Who had a bonny lady. 


I wrote a letter, and thus began, 
Madam, be not offended, 
Ym o'er the lags in love wi” you, : 
And care not tho? ye kend it. 
For I get little frae the laird, 0 
And far leſs frae my daddy, * 
And I would blythly be the man ; 
Would ſtrive to pleaſe my lady. 
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| She read my letter, and ſhe leuch, 
Ye needua been ſae blate, man; 

Vou might hae come to me yourſell, 

And tald me o' your ſtate, man: 

You might hae come to me yourſell, 
Outwittens of your daddy, 

And made JohN GOUCKSTON of the laird,. 
And kiſs'd his bonny lady, 


Then ſhe pat filler in my purſe, 
We drank wine in a cogie ; 
She fee'd a man to rub my horſe, 
And wow but I was vogie : 
But I gat ne'er ſae ſair a fleg 
Since I came frae my daddy, 
The laird came rap rap to the yate, 
Whan I was wi' his lady. 


Then ſhe pat me below a chair, 
And hap'd me wi' a plaidie; 

But I was like to ſwarf wi' fear, 
And wiſn'd me wi” my daddy. 

The laird went out, he ſaw na me, 
I. went whan I was ready: 

I promis'd, but I ne' er gade back. 
To ſee his bonny lady. 


— 
* — 


— The Mariner” S Wife. 


UT are you dite the news is true? 
And are you ſure he's weel? | 

Is this a time to think o wark ? SEED 
I?e jades, fling by your wheel. | 
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There's nae luck about the houſe, 
There's nae luck at a', 

There's nae luck about the houſe 
IWhen our goodman”®s atua'. 


Is this a time to think of wark, 
When Cot 1 x's at the door? 
Rax me my cloak, I'll down the key, 
And ſee him come aſhore, 
There's nae luck, &c. 


Riſe up, and mak a clean fire- ſide, 
Put on the muckle pat ; ; 

Gie little KATE her cotton gown; 
And Joc x his Sunday's coat. 
There's nae luck, &c. 


Mak their ſhoon as black as ſlaes, 
Their ſtockings white as ſnaw ; 
It's a' to pleaſure our goodman, 
He likes to ſee them braw. 
There's nde luck, &c. 


There are twa hens into the crib, 
Rave fed this month and mair, 
Make haſte and thraw their necks about, 
That COLIN weil may fare, 
There's nae luck, &c, , 


Bring down to me my bigonet, 
My biſhop- ſattin gown, | 
And then gae tell the Bailie's wife, 


That CoL 1N's come to town, 8 


| There's nae luck, &c. 
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My Turkey flippers I'lI put on, 
My ſtockings pearl blue, 
And a' to pleaſure our goodman, 
For he's baith leel and true, 
There's nae luck, &c. 


Sae ſweet his voice, ſae ſmooth his tongue, 
His breath's like cauler air, 
His very tread has muſic in't 
As he comes up the ſtair, 
There's nae luck, &c. 


And will I ſee his face again, 
And will I hear him ſpeak ? 
I'm dowuright dizzy with the joy, 
In troth I'm like to greet! ' 

| There's nae luck, &c. 


. ODT ON WIT TOUT NF —___ w—w_y 


W The Gawkie. 


LY TH young Bess to EAN did ſay, 
Will ye gang to yon ſunny brae, 
Where flocks do feed, and herds do ſtray, 
And ſport a while wi? JaM1E ? 
Ah na, laſs, I'll no gang there, 
Nor about JAMIE tak nae care, 
Nor about JAM1E tak nae care; 
For he's ta'en up wi' MAGG1E. 


For hark, and I will tell you, laſs, 
Did I not ſee your Ja Mig pak, 


ba 
a * * i 
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wy muckle gladneſs in his face, 
Out o'er the muir to MAGG1E. 

I wat he gae her mony a kiſs, 

And MAGIE took them ne'er amiſs; 

*F'ween ilka ſmack pleas'd her wi this, 
That Bzss was but a gawkie. 


* 


For whenever a civil kiſs I ſeek, 
She turns her head, and thraws her cheek, 
And for an hour ſhe'll ſcarcely ſpeak ; 
Who'd not ca? her a gawkie ? 
But ſure my Mair has mair ſenſe, 
Shell gie a ſcore without offence : 
Now gi'e me ane unto the menſe, 
And ye ſhall be my dawtie. 


O Javier, ye hae mony tane, 

But I will never ſtand for ane 

Or twa, when we do meet again, 
Sae ne*er think me a gawkie, 

Ah na, laſs, that can ne'er be, 

Sick thoughts as thete are far frae me, 4 

Or ony thy ſweet face that ſee, & > > 
E'er to think thee a gawkie. 


But, whiſh't, nae mair of this we'll ſpeak, 
For yonder Ja M1E does us meet ; 
Inſtead of M - 6 he kifg'd ſae ſweet, 

I trow he likes the gawkie. . 
O dear Be $5, I hardly knew, 
When I came by, your gown's ſae new, 
I think you've got it wat wi dew. 

Quoth ſhe, That's ike a gawkie. , 
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It's wat wi' dew, and 'twill get rain, 
And I'll get gowns when it is gane, 
Sae ye may gang the gate you came, 
And tell it to your dawtie. 
The guilt appear'd in JaM1eE's cheek, 
He cry'd,-O cruel maid, but ſweet, 
If I ſhould gang another gate, 
I neꝰ' er could meet my dawrtie. 


\ The laſſes faſt frac him they flew, 
And left poor IAN E air to rue, 
That ever Max's face he knew, 
Or yet cad BESS a gawkie. 
As they gade o'er the muir they ſang, 
The hills and dales with echoes rang, 
The hills and dales with echoes rang, 
Gang o'er the muir to MAGGIE. 


— ä — — 


— 


The Shepherd's Son. 


HERE was a ſhepherd's ſon, 
Kept ſheep upon 2 hill, 
He laid his pipe rook — 3a 8 
And there he ſlept his fill. Os 
Sing, Ful deral, &c. 


He looked eaſt, he looked weſt, 
Then gave an under-look, 
And there he ſpied a lady fair, 
Swimming in a brook, 
Sing, Fal deral, &c. 
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He rais'd his head. frae his green bed, 
And then approaci'd the maid, 
Put on your claiths, my dear, he ſays, 
And be ye not atraid. 
Sing, Fal deral, &c. 


"Tis fitter for a lady fair, — 
To ſew her ſilken ſeam, 
Than to get up in a May morning, 
And ſtrive againſt the ſtream. 
Sing, Fal deral. &c. 


If you'll not touch my mantle, 
And let my claiths alane ; 
Then I'll give yea as much money, 
As you can carry hame. 
Sing, Fal deral, &c. 


O! I'll not touch your mantle, 
And I'll let your claiths alane ; 
But I'll tak you out of the clear Water, 
My dear, to be my ain, 
Sing, Fal deral, &c. 


And when ſhe out of the water came, 
He took her in his arms; 
Put on your claiths, my dear, he ſays, 
And hide thoſe lovely charms, 
Sing, Fal deral, &c. 


He mounted her on a milk-white ſteed, 
Himſelf upon anither ; 
And all along the way they rode, 
Like ſiſter and like brither. 
Sing, Fad deral, &c. 
Vol. II, 0 
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When ſhe came to her father's yate, - 
- She ticled at the pin; 
And ready ſtood the porter there, 
To let this fair mail in. 
Sing, Fal deral, &c. 


And when the gate was opened, 
So nimbly's ſhe whipt in; 
Pough! you're a fool without, {l.e ſays, 
And I'm a maid within. 
Sing, Fal deral, &c. 


Then fare ye well, my modeſt boy, 
I thank you for ycur care; 
But had you done what you ſhould do, 
I ne'er had left you there. 
Sing, Fal deral, &c. 


Oh! I'il caſt af my hoſe and ſhoon, 
And let my feet gae bare, 
And gin I meet a bonay laſs, 
Hang me, if her I ſpare. 
Sing, Fal deral, &c. 


In that do as you pleaſe, ſhe ſays, 
But vou ſhall never more 
Have the ſame opportunity; 
With that ſhe ſhut the door. 
Sing, Tal deral, &c. 


There is a gude auld proverb, 
I've often heard it told, 
He that would uot when be might, 
He ſhould not when he would. 
Sing, Ful deral, &c. 
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Get up and bar the Door. 


T fel! about the Martinmas time, 
And a gay time it was then, 
When our goodwife got puddings to make, 
And the's boil'd them in the pan. 


The wind ſae cauld blew ſouth and north, 
And blew into the floor: 

Qu1oth our goodman, to our goodwite, 
*« Gae out and bar the door.“ 


« My hand is in my huſſy'f ſkap, 
Goodman, as ye may fee, 

An it ſhou'd nae be barr'd this hundred year, 
Its no be barr'd for me.” 


They made a paQtion *tween them twa, 
They made it firm and ſure ; 

That the firit word whae'er ſhou'd ſpeak, 
Shou'd riſe and bar the door. 


Then by there came two gentlemen, 
At twelve o'clock at night, 

And they could neither ſee houſe nor hall, 
Nor coal nor candle liglit. 


Now, whether is this a rich man's houſe, 
Or whether is it a poor ? 

But never a word wad ane o' them ſpeak, 
For barring of the door. 


And firſt they ate the white puddings, - 
And then they ate the black; 
| O 2 
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Though muckle thought the good wife to herfel; 
Yet ne'er a ward ſhe ſpake. | 


Then ſaid the one unto the other, 
Here, man, tak ye my knife, 
Do ye tak aff the auld man's beard, 

And I'll Kifs the goodwife.” 


« But there's nae water in the houſe, 
And what ſhall we do than ?” 

What ails ye at the pudding broo, 
That boils into the pan?“ 


O up then ſtarted our goodman, 
An angry man was he; 

« Will ye kiſs my wife before my een, 
And ſcald me wi” pudding bree?“ 


Then up and ſtarted our goodwife, 

Gied three ſkips on the floor; 
\& Goodman, you've ſpoken the foremoſt word, 
Get up and bar the door.” 


— —_ — — 5 GSS 9 


Had awa' frae me, Do NAL p. 


WILL you hae ta tartan plaid, 
Or will you hae ta ring, Mattam ? 
Or will you hae ta kiſs o“ me? 
And dats ta pretty ting, Mattam. 
Had awa', bide awa', 
Had awa' frae me, DONA LD ; ; 
I neither kiſs nor hae a ring, 
Nae tartan plaids for me, Dox A LD. 
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O ſee you not 15 ponny progues, | 
Her fecket plaid, plew, creen, Mattam ? 
Her twa ſhort hoſe, and her twa ſpoigs, 
And a ſhoulter-pelt apeen, Mattam? 
Had awa', bide awa', 
Had awa' frae me, Do NAL D; 
Nae ſhoulder · belts, nae trinkabouts, 
Nae tartan hoſe for me, DONALD» 


Hur can peſhaw a petter hough 
Tan him wha wears ta crown, Mattam 

Herſell hae piſtol and claymore ; 
To flie ta lallant lown, Mattam. 

Had awa', had awa”, 

Had awa' frae me, DoR AL D; 

For a' your houghs and warlike arms, 
You're no a match for me, DON A LDs 


Hurſell hae a ſhort. coat pi pote; 
No trail my feets at rin, Mattam; 
A cutty ſark of good harn ſheet, 
My _— he be ſpin, Mattam. 
Had awa', had awa', 
Had awa' frae me, DoNALD; 
Gae hame and hap* your naked honghs,. 
And faſh nae mair wi' me, DoxXALDs 


Ye's neir pe N Work a turn 
At any kind. o' ſpin, Mattam, 
But. ſhug your lenno in a ſcull, 
And tidel highland ſing, Mattam. 
Had awa?, had awa', 
Had awa', frae me, Doxaup'; 5 
0 3. 
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Your jogging ſculls and highland ſang 
Will ſound but harſh wi” me, DONA LD. 


In ta morning when kim riſe 
Ye's get freſh whey for tea, Mattam ; 
Sweet milk an ream as much you pleaſe, 
Far cheaper tan pohea, Mattam, 
Had awa', had awa', 
Had awa' frae me, DOXALD ; 
I winna quit mymorning's tea, 
Yeur whey will ne'er agree, DoNALD. 


Haper Gallic ye's be learn, 
„And tats ta poany ſpeak, Mattam ; 
Ye's get a cheeſe, an putter-kirn, 
Come wi' me kin ye like, Mattam, 
Had awa', had aw, 
Had awa' frae me, DoxALD; 
Your Gallic and your Highland chear 
Will n&er gae down wi” me, Do NAL. 
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Fait ye's pe ket a ſilder proch 

Pe pigger then the moon, Mattam; 

Ye's ride in curroch ſteadl o' coach, | 

An wow put ye'l! pe fine, Mattam. | | ) 

Had awa', had awa?, x 

Had awa' frae me, DONALD; 

For a' your Highland rarities a 

£ You're not a match for me, Do N ATD. | 
What's tis ta way tat, ye'll pe kind , 

2 To u protty man lic me, Mattam? a 


Sae langs claymore pe po my lide, 
PU nefer marry tee, Mattam 


—— f, — TI 1 
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O come awa', run awa', 


O come awa' wi me, Do N Arp ;. 


J wadna quit my Highland man; 


Frae Lallands ſet me free, Do N ALD. 


# 


—_— a 


The Dreg Song. a k” 7 bay 


RADE to London veſterday 
On a crucket hay-cock, 


Hay-cock, quo? the ſeale to the eel, 


Cock nae I my tail weel ? 
Tail-weel, or if hare, 

Hunt the dog, frae the deer, | 
Hunt the dog frae the deil- drum; 
Kend ye na Jouny YOUNG? 
Jon YouxG and JouN AvuLD 
Strove about the moniefald ; 

I MMW JIM and NN JEUS. 
Bought a pair of imp deus, 

Wy nin geen ſtand of feet; 

Kend ye nae white breek ? 

W hite breek and ſteel pike, 

Kiſd't the laſs behind the dyke, 
Kiſs't the laſs behind the dyke, 
And ſhe whalpet a bairnie ; 

Hey hou HARRY, HARRY. 
Mony a boat ſkail'd the ferry, 
Mony a boat, mony a ſhip ; 

Tell me a true note ; 

True note, true ſong, 

I've dreg'd o'er long, + 


—_ 
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O'er lang, o'er late, 
Quo” the haddock to the ſcate, 
Quo? the ſcate to the eel, 
Cock na I my tail weel? 
Tail weel, and gins better, 
It's written in a letter: 
ANDREW MuRRay ſaid to Mes, 
How many hens-hae. you wi” egg? 
Steek the door and thraw the crook, 
Grape you and I'ſe look; 
Put in your finger in her dock, 
And ſee gin the lays chereout, 
She lays thereout days ane, 
| Sae dis he days twa, 
: Say dis he days three, 
| | Sae dis he days four, | 
Quo? the carle 0” Aberdour 
Aberdour, Aberdeen, 


Grey claith to the green, . ] 

Grey claith to the ſands, ] 

Frip it, trip it through the lands; 

Thro' lands, or if hare, 35 N 
Hunt the dog frae the deer, ; 

Hunt the deer frae the dog, | f 


Waken, waken, WILLI Top, 
| WILLI. Top, WillLr Tax, 
„ Cleckit in the month of May, 
3 Month of May and Averile, 
Good ſkill o' raiſins, 8 
TY Jientlens and fentlens, 
Jeery ory ale; 
Weel row'd five men; 


As weel your ten, — 4 
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The oyſters are a gentle kin, 

They winna tak unleſs you ſing. 
Come buy my oyſters aff the bing, 

To ſerve the ſheriſt and the king, 

And the commons o' the land, 

And the commons o' the ſea ; 

Hey benedicete, and that's good Latin, 


n 
_ 


' I'll chear up my heart. 


S I was a walking ae May-morning, | 2 
The fidlers and youngſters were making their game; 1 
And there I faw my faithleſs lover, | 
And a' my ſorrows returned again. 


Well, ſince he is gane, joy gang wi” him; 
It's never be he ſhall gar me complain: 
FI! chear up my heart, and I will get another, 
Fl never lay a' my love upon ane. 


I could na get ſleeping yeſtreen for weeping, 
The tears ran down like ſhowers o' rain; 


An' had na I got greiting my heart wad a broken 3 - 
And O!] but love's a tormenting pain. 


But ſince he is gane, may joy gae wi' him, 
It's never be he that ſhall gar me complain, 
I'll chear up my heart, and I will get another; 
I'll never lay a' my love upon ane. 


When I gade into my mither's new houfe, 
I took my wheel and ſate down to ſpin ; 
Twas there I firſt began my thrift ; a 
And a' the wooers came linking in. 
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It was gear he was ſeeking; but gear he'll na get; 
And its never be he that ſhall gar me complain, 
For I'll chear up my heart, and I'll ſoon get another ; 
I'll never lay a' my love upon ane. | 


_ * 


ROBIN Red, breaſt. 


U DE day now, bonny RoB1N, 
: How lang have you been here ? 
O II have been bird about this buih, 
This mair then twenty year ! — 
But now T am the ſickeſt bird, | 
That ever ſat on brier ; 


And I wad make my teſtament, 
Goodman, if ye wad hear. 


Gar tak this bonny neb o' mine, 
That picks upon the corn; 


4 And gie't to the Duke of Hamilton 
Io de a hunting- horn. 
Gar tak theſe bonny feathers o mine, 
Ws; 577, The feathers o* my neb; 


And gie to the Lady o' Hamilton 
ho. To fill a feather-bed. 


Gar tak this gude right-leg o' mine, 
And mend the brig o* Tay; 3 
It will be a poſt, and pillar gude; - 
It will neither bow nor- 


And tak this other leg o' mine, 
And mend the brig o' Weir! 
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It will be a poſt and pillar gude; 
It'll neither bow nor ſteer. 


Gar tak theſe bonny feathers o* mine, 
The feathers o' my tail; 
And gie to the lads o' Hamilton 
To be a barn-flail, 


And tai; theſe bonay feathers o' mine, 
The feathers o' my breaſt; 

And gie to ony bonny lad 
Thar'll bring to me a prieſt. 


Now in there came my Lady WREN, 
With mony a ſigh and groan; 

O what care I for a' the lads, 
If my wee lad be goae ? 


Then RoB1x turn'd him round about, 
Een like a little king; 

Go, pack ye out at my chamber-door, 
Ye little cutty quean. 


Let me in this ae night, 


LASS1E, art thou ſleeping yet; 
Or are you waking I would wit? 
For love has bound me hand and footy; ""R 
And I would fain be in, jo. | 
O let me in this ae night, this ae, ae, ae ie ND > it 
O let me in this ae night, and Pl ne'er come el 7, nee 


The morn it is the term-day, * "hy Up" 8 
I maun away, I canna ſtay, 8 — 


* 
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O ! pity me before I gae, 
And riſe and let me in, jo. 
O let me, &c. 1 , 
The night it is baith cauld and — 
The morn it will be ſnaw and ſleet, 
My ſhoon are frozen to my feet, 
Wi' ſtanding on the plain, jo. 
DO let me, &c. 


T am the laird of windy-wa's, 
I come na here without a cauſe, 
And I hae gotten mony fa's 


Upon a naked wame, jo. 
O let me, &c. 


My father's wa' king on the ſtreet; 
My mither the chamber-keys does keep; 
My chamber-door does chirp and cheep, 
And I dare nae let you in, jo. 
O gae your ways this ae night, this ae, ae, ae night, 
O gae your ways this ae night, for I dare nae let you in, jo, 
But I'll come ſtealing ſaftly in, | 
And cannily make little din; | 
And then the gate to you I'll find, 


If you'll but direct me in, Jo. 
0 let me in, &c. 


Caſt aff the ſhoen frae aff your fee, 


Caſt back the door up to the weet; 


Syne into my bed you may creep, 
And do the thing you ken, jo 


O welPs me on this ae night, this ae, ae, ae night, 
© well's me on this ae night, that ere I let you in, fb, 


= 
+: + g 
- - l 


SCOTS.SONGS*” to 


3 
She let him in ſae cannily, 0 

She let him in ſae privily, 

She let him im fu cannily, 

To do thing you ken, jo. 
O welPs me, &c. 


But ere a' was done, and a' was ſaid, 
Out fell the bottom of the bed; 
The laſſie loſt her maidenhead, 
And her mither heard the din, jo. 
0 the devil take this ae nig/t, this ae, ae, ae Nnighty 
Q tie devil take tiis ae night, that ere [ let you in, jo. 


—— 


Hallow Fair. Tune, Fy let us 4 10 the Bridal. 


HERE's of braw JoOCKIES and JENNYS 
Comes weel-buſked into the fair, 

With ribbons on their cockernonies, | EEE 
And fouth o' fine flour on their hair. =o 

Mack ſhe was ſae well buſked, 

That W1LL1E was ty'd to his bride ; 
The pounie was ne'er better whiſked 

Wi' cudgel that hang frae his ſide. 

Sing farrel, &c. 


But MAGG1E was wondrous jealous 
To ſee W1iLL1E buſked ſae braw ; 
And SAWNEY he ſat in the alehouſe, 
And hard at the liquor did caw. | 
There was GEORDyY that well lov'd his laſſie, 
He touk the pint-ſtonp in his arms, 
Vor. II. THE 
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And hugg'd it, and ſaid, Trouth they're ſaucy 
That loos nae a good futher's bairn, 
Sing farrel, &c. | 


There was WATTIE the muirland laddie, 

That rides on the bonny grey cout, 
With ſword by his fide like a cadie, 

To drive in the ſheep and the knout. 
His doublet ſae weel it did fit him, 

It ſcarcely came down to mid thigh, 
With hair pouther'd, hatt and-a feather, 
And houſing at courpon and tee. 

Sing farrel, &c. 


But bruckie play'd boo to bauſie, 
And aff ſcour'd the cout like the win? : 
Poor WaTT1E he fell in the eauſie, 
And birs'd a the bains in his ſłin. 
His piſtols fell out of the hulſters, .,. 
And were a' bedaubed with dirt; 
The folks they came round him in cluſters, 
Some leugh, and cry'd, Lad, was you hurt ? 
Sing farre!, &c. | 


But cout wad let nae body ſteer him, 
He was ay ſae wanton and ſkeegh; 

The packmans ſtands he o'erturird them, 
And gard a the Joc xs Lands a-beech ; 

Wi during behind aud before him, 

For ſic is the metal of brutes: 

$ War TI E, and wae's me for him, 
Was fain to gang hame in his boots. 

Sing farrel, &c. 
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Now it was late in the ev'ning, 
And boughting-time was drawing near: 
The laſſes had ſtench'd their greening 
With fouth of braw apples and beer. 
There was LiLL1f, and TIB BIE, and 81331IE, 
And C<E1cy on the ſpinnell could ſpin, 
Stood glowring at ſigns and glaſs winnocks, 
But deil a ane bade them come in. 
Sing farrel, &c. 


God guide's! ſaw you ever the like o' it? 

See yonder's a bonny black ſwan ; 

It glowrs as't wad fain be at us; 
What's yon that it hads in its hand ? 

Awa, daft gouk, cries WATTI1E, 
They're à but a rickle of ſticks ; 

See there is BILL, Jock, and auld HAcCK1g,. 
And yonder's Meſs Jo RN and auld Nick. 

Sing farrel, &e. 


Queth MAGG1E, Come buy us our fairing : 
And WATTIE right ſleely cou'd tell, 

I think thow're the flower. of the claughing, 
In trouth now I'ſe gie you my ſell. 

Put wha wou'd e' er thought it o' him, 
That e'er he had rippled the lint ? 

dae proud was he o' his MAGG1E, 2, ot 
1 ho” the did baith ſcalie and ſquiut. ou 

Sing farrel, &c. k 
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UR goodman came hame at e 'en, 
| And hame came he: 
And then he ſaw a ſaddle horſe, 
Where nae horſe ſhould be. 


O how came this horſe here? 

How can this be? 

How came this horſe here, 
Without the leave o' me? 


A horſe! quo” ſhe :. 
Ay, a horſe, quo? he. 
Ye auld blind dotard carl, 
Blind mat ye be, 
Tis naething but a bonny milk cow 
My minny ſent to me. 


A bonny milk cow ! quo? he; 
Ay, a milk cow, quo! ſhe, 
Far hae I ridden, 
And meikle hae I ſeen, 
But a ſaddle, on a cow's back, 
Saw I never nane. - 


Our goodman came hame at een, 
And hame came he, | 
He ſpy'd a pair of jack boots, 
Where nae boots ſhould be. 


What's this now, goodwife? 
What's this I fee ? 

How came theſe boots there- 

"—_© | Without the leave o“ meg 


— 37 


1 
SC OTS SONGS. 173 


Boots! quo? ſne: 

Ay, boots, quo? he: 
Shame fa' your cuckold fare, 
And ill mat ye fee, 
It's but a pair of water ſtoups 

The cooper ſent to me. 


Water ſtoups ! quo! he; % 
Ay, water ſtoups, que ſhe. 
Far hae I riden, 
And farer hae I gane, 
But ſiller ſpurs on water ſtoups,, 
Saw I never nane. 


Our goodman came hame at e'en,. - 
And hame came he, | 
Ang then he ſaw a ſword, 
Where a ſword ſhould nae be: 


What's this now, goodivife ? © . 

What's this I ſee ? | | _ 

O how came this ſword here, \ 
Without the leave o' me? 


A ſword ! quo ſhe, ” 
Ay, a ſword, quo? he.. 
Shame fa' your cuckold face, 
And ill mat you ſee, . — | 
It's but a parridge ſpurtle. Ry e 1 
My minnie ſent to me. , Mo REES 
Weil, far hae I ridden, ory. 2; 
And muckle hae I ſeen; Fa 2 
But filler handed ſpurtles | 5 
Saw. I. never nane, | | ; 
E 2 * : 
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Our goodman. came hame at een, 
And hame came he; 

There he ſpy'd a powder'd wig, 
Where nae wig ſhould be: 


What's this now, goodwife ?. 
What's this I ſee ? 

How came this wig here, 
Without the leave o' me? 


A wig ! quo” ſhe; 
Ay, a wig, quo! he. 
Shame fa” your cuckold face, 
And ill mat you ſee, 
Tis naething but a clocken-hen 
My minnie ſent to me. 


* Clocken hen! quo? he: 
Ay, clocken-hen, quo” ſhe,_ 
Far hae J ridden, 
And muckle hae- I ſeen, 
But powder on a clocken hen 
Saw I never nane. 


Our goodman came hame at eben, 
And hame came he, 

And there he ſaw a muckle coat, 
Where nae coat ſhou'd be ?- 


O how came this coat N 


How can this be? . 
How came this coat -7% | 
' Without the leave © "fr? 
c- 


A coat! quo” ſhe: | 
Ay, a coat, quo he. 
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Ye auld blind dotard carl, 
Blind mat ye be, $8 

It's but a pair of blankets 
My minnie ſent. to mes 


Blankets ! quo? he : 
Ay, blankets, quo” ſhe:. 
Far hae I ridden, 
And muckle have I ſeen; 
But buttons upon blankets 
Saw I never nane. 


Ben went our goodman, 2 
And ben went he, 

And there he ſpy'd a ſturdy man, 
Where nae man ſhov'd be: 


How came this man here ? 
How can this be ? 

How came this man here,. 
Without the leave o' me? 


A man ! quo” ſhe: 
Ay, a man, quo? he. 
Poor blind body, 
And blinder mat ye be, 
It's a new milking maid, 
My mither ſent to me. 


A maid ! quo! he: 
Ay, a maid, quo” ſhe.. 
Far hae I ridden, 
And muckle hae I ſeen, 
But lang-bearded maidens ; 1 
I ſaw never Bane. * "220 
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: = The Nurſe's Song. 


OW dan dilly dow, 
How den dan, 
Weel were your minny 
An ye were a man. 


Ye wad hunt and hawk, 
And ha'd her o' game, 
And water your dady's horſe, 
I' the mill dam. 


How dan dilly dow, 
How dan flours, 

Yes ly i' your bed 
Till eleven hours. 


If at ele'en hours you liſt to riſe, 
-. Ye's hae your dinner dight in a new guiſe ;. 
La'rick's legs and titleas toes 
And a' fic dainties my Mannie ſhall hae. 
Da Capo. 


Kind-hearted NANC Y. 


h 3 go to the green wood, 
8 Quo' NA&N c, quo NAN CY. 
Il go to the green wood, 
Quo? kind hearted NN c v. 


©. what an I come after you? 
Que” Wilsy, quo” WiLSYz. 
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© what an I come after you? 
Quo' fla cow'rdly WiLSY. 


And what gif ye come back again ? 
Quo”? NAxcy, quo' NANCY; 
And what gif ye come back again ? 

Quo” kind hearted NANCY. 


But what gif I ſhou'd lay thee down? 
Quo W1LsyY, quo! WiLsyY ; 

What gif I ſhould lay thee down ? 

| Quo? fla cow'rdly WILS v. 


And what gif I can rife again ? 
Quo' NaN c, quo' NANCY; 

And what gif I can riſe again ? 
Quo? kind hearted NANCY. 


O but what if I get you wi? bairn ? 
Quo? W1LsyY, quo WILSY; 

O what gif I get you wi' bairn? 
Quo? fla cow'rdly WIL SV. 


If you can get it I can bear't, 
Quo' NANCY, quo' NANCY; 

If you can get it I can bear't, 
Quo? kind hearted NANCY, 


Whar'l we get a cradle till't ? 
Quo' WiLsy, quo Wilsy ; 
Whar'l we get a cradle till't ? 
Quo” fla cow'rdly WILS V. 
There's plenty o' wood in Norway, 
Quo? NANCY, quo NANCY; 


% 
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There's plenty o wood in Norway, 
Quo” kind hearted NANCY. 


Whar'l we get a cradle-belt ? 
Quo' WiLsy, quo! WILST; 

Whar'l we get a cradle-belt? 
Quo? fla cow'rdly WiLsY. 


Your garters and mine, 

Quo” Naxcy, quo' NANCY ; 
Your garters and mine, 

Quo? kind hearted NAx cv. 


Then whar'l I tye my beaſtie to? 
Quo' WIISs v, quo' Wilsy; + 

Then whar'l I tye my beaſtie to? 
Que” fla cow'rdly W 1LSY. 


Tye him to my muckle tae, 
Quo' NANCY, quo' NANCY; 

Tye him to my muckle. tae, 
Quo” kind hearted NANCE. 


O what gif he ſhould run awa? ? 
Quo WiL'sy, quo' WiLSY; 
O what gif he ſhould run aws? ? 
Quo? fla cow'rdly WigsY. - 
Deil gae wi' you, ſteed and a', 
Quo' NAVC, quo' NAxcyY : 
Deil gae wi' you, ſteed and a', 
Quo? kind hearted NANCY. 
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Bide ye yet. 


IN I had a wee houſe and a canty wee fire, 
A bony wee wife to praiſe and admire ; 
A bonny wee yardie aſide a wee burn, 
Farewell to the bodies that yamer and mourn. 
And byde ye yet, and byde ye yet, 

Ye little ken what may betide you yet s 
Some bonny wee bodie may be my lot, 

And I' ay be cauty wi' thinking ot, 


When I gang afield, and come hame at e'en, 
ll get my wee wifie fou neat and fou clean; 
And a bonnie wee bairnie upon her knee, 
That will cry papa or daddy to me. 

And bide ye yet, &c. 


And if there ſhould happen ever to be, 

A difference a'tween my wee wifie and me; 

In hearty good humour alttough ſhe be teaz'd, 

I'll kiſs her and clap her until ſhe be pleas'd. 
And bide ye yet, &c. 


Ranting Roving Lad. 


J love was bern in Aberdeen, 
The bonnieſt lad that &er was ſeen 5 
O he is forced frae me to gae, 
Over the hills and far away. 


O he's a ranting roving laddie ; 
O he's a briſk and a benny laddie 
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Betide what will, I'll get me ready, 
And follow the lad wi' the Highland plaidie. 


I'll fell my rock, my reel, my tow, 
My gude grey mare and hacket cow, 
To buy my love a tartan plaid, 
Becauſe he is a roving blade. 


O he's a ranting roving laddie, 
O he's a briſk and a bonny laddie, 
Betide what will I'll get me ready, 
To follow the lad wi” the Highland plaidy. 


o 
* 
_* ——  —— — 


Let him gang. 


T was on a Sunday, 

My love and I did meet, 
Which cauſed me on Monday 
To ſigh and to weep ; 
O to weep is a folly, 


Is a folly to me, | | 
Sen he'll be mine nae langer, ü 
Let him gang---farewell he. | 


Let him gang, let him gang, 
Let him fink, let him ſwim ; | / 
If he'll be my love nae langer, 
Let him gang---farewell him ; 
Let him drink to Roſemary, 
And I to the thyme; 
Let him drink to his ns: 
And I Unto mine, 


* 
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For my mind ſhall never alter, 
And vary to and fro; 
1 will bear a true affection 
To the young lad I know; 
Let him gang, let him gang, 
Let him ſink or let him ſwim ; 
If he'll be my love nae langer, 
Let him gang---farewell him. 


Ac 4 * 1 ALA 4 A A. al. 


Tune. JENNY dang the weaver-. 


S I came in by Fiſherraw, 

Muſſelburgh was near me; 
I threw *ff my muſsle pock, 
And courted wi' my deary. 


O had her apron bidden down, 
The kirk wad ne'er ha kend it; 

But fince the word's gane thro” the town, 
My dear IJ canna mend it. 


But ye maun mount the cutty-ſtool, 
And I maun mount the pillar ; 

And that's-the way that poor folks do, 
Becauſe they hae nae filler. 


p ſtairs, down ſtairs, 
Timber ſtairs fears me. 
7 thought it lang to ly my lane, — 
When I'm ſae near my dearte. = 
V 04. u. Q la 
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HE ſhepherd's wife cries o'er the lee, 
Come hame will ye, come hame will ye? 
'The ſhepherd's wife cries o'er the lee, 
Come hame will ye again een, jo ? 


What will ye gie me to my ſupper, 

Gin I come hame, gin I come hame ? 
What will ye gie 'me to my ſupper, 

Gin I come hame again een, jo? 
Ye's get a panfu' of ptumpin parrage; 
And butter in them, and butter in them; 
Ye's get a panfu' of plumpin parrage, 

Gin ye'll come hame again een, jo. 
Ha, ha, how, it's naething that dow ; 

I winna come hame, and I canna come hame, 
Ha, ha, how, it's naething that dow ; 
I winna come hame again een, jo. 


[The two firſt verſes are to be ſing here and after.] 


Ye's get a cock well tetled i“ the pat, 

An ye'll come hame, an ye'll come hame ; 
Ye's get a cock well totled i' the pat, 

An yell come hame again een, jo. 


[The third werſe for the chorus, ha, ha, &c.] 
Ye's get a hen well boiPd i” the pan; 
An ye'll come hame, an ye'll come hame, 

Ye's get a hen well boil'd i' the pan, | 
An ye'll come hame again een, jo, 
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A well made bed, and a pair of clean ſheets, 
An yell come hame, an ye'll come hame ; 
A well made bed, and a pair of clean ſheets, 
An ye'll come hame again een, 25 
Ha, ha, &e. 


A pair of white legs, and a 1 cogg-wame, 
An ye'll come hame, an ye'll come hame ; 


A pair of white legs, and a good cogg-wame, 
An ye'll come hame again een, jo. a 


Ha, ha, how, that's ſomething that dow; 
I will come hame, I will come hame. 

Ha, ha, how, that's ſomething that dow ; 
I'll haſte me hame again een, jo. 


[Te two firſt verſes of this ſong, are to be ſung be- 
Fore the 4, 5 6, 7, and 8th wer/es, as before the zd, and 
the 4th after them by way of chorus. ] 


Old King Cour. 


9 King Cour was a jolly old ſoul, 
And a jolly old ſoul was he: | 

Old King CouL he had a brown bowl. 

And they brought him in fidlers three : | 
And every fidler was a very good fidler, 

And a very good fidler was he. 

Fidell-didell, fidell-didell, with the fidlers threes = © 
And there's no a laſs in a” Scotland $3 ITS 
Compared to our ſweet MARJORIE, 17 


2 
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Old King Cov 1 was a jolly old ſoul, 
And a jolly old ſoul was he: ' 
Old King Cour he had a brown bowl, 
And they brought. him in pipers three: 
Ha-didell, how-didell, ha-didell, how-didell, with the | 
pipers three : 
Fidell didell, fidell, didell, with the fidters : 
And there's no a laſs in a“ Scotland 
Compared to our ſweet MARJORIE. 


Old King Cov was a jolly old foul, 

And a jolly old ſoul was he ; 

Old King Cour he had a brown- bowl, 

And they brought him in harpers three : 

Twingle-twangle, twingle-twangle, went the harpers ; ; 
Ha-didell, how-didell, ha-dicell, kow-didell, went the 

pipers; 

Fidell-didell, fidell-didell, went the fidters ; 

And there's no a laſs in a' Scotland 

Compared to our ſ\weet MARJORIE. 


Old King Cour. was a jolly old fouls. 
And a jolly old foul was he : 
Old King Cov he had a brown-bow!l,.. 
And they brought him in trumpeters three. 
Twarra- rang, twarra-rang, went the trumpeters; 
Twingle-twanglo, twingle-twangle, went the harpers; 
Ha-didell, how-dideli, went the pipers ; 
Fidell-didell, fidell-didell, went the fidlers three : 
And there's no a laſs in a' Scotland 
Compared to our fweet ee 


— —y— — = —— — 
* 7 . 


Old King Covr. was a jolly old ſoul, 
And a jolly old ſou} was he: 


— 


— won a — — — 
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Old King Covr.he had a brown- bowl, 
And they brought him in drummers three. 


Rub- a- dub rub- a- dub, with the drummers ; 
Twarra- rang, twarra- rang, with the trumpeters; 
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Twingle-twangle, twingle-twangle, with the harpers; 


Ha-didell, how-didell, with the pipers; 


Fidell-didell, fidell-didell, with the fidlers three: 


And there's no a laſs in a' Scotland 
Compared to our ſweet MAR3oORIE. 


The Miller of Dee. 


THERE was a jolly miller once 
Liv'd on the water of Dee; 


He wrought and ſang frae morn to night, 


No lark more blyth than he : 
And this the burden of his ſang 

For ever us'd to be, | 
I'care for no body, no not I, 

Since no body cares for me. 


J live by my mill, God blefs her, 
She's kindred, child and wife; 
] would not change my ſtation, 
For any other in life. 
No lawyer, ſurgeon or doctor, 
E'er had a groat from me; 
I care for no body, no not I, 
If no body cares for me. 


When ſpring begins his merry career, 
Oh how his heart grows gay; 
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No ſummer's drought alarms his — 
Nor winter's ſad decay: 

No foreſigit mars the miller's joy; 
Who's wont to ſug and ſay, 

Let others toil from year 'to year, 
I live from day to day. 


Thus like the miller bold. and free 
Let us rejoice and ſing, 


The days of youth are made for glee, 


And time is on the wing. 

This ſong ſhall paſs from me to thee, 
Along this jovial ring ; | 

Let heart and voice and all agree 
To ſay, Long live the king. 


. K * 


The Turnimſpike. 


E R fel pe Highland ſhentleman,, 
Pe auld as Pothwel prig, man.; 


And mony alterations ſeen 


— 


Amang the Lawland whig, man. 
Fal lal, &c. 


Firſt when her to the Lowlands came, 
Nain ſell was driving cows, man: 
There was nae laws about hims narſe, 
About the preeks or trouſe, man. 

Fal lal, &c. 


Nain ſell did wear the philapeg, 


The plaid prik't on her ſhouder ; 
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The gude claymore hung pe her pelt, 
The piſtol ſharg'd wi” pouder. 
Fal lal, &c. 


But. for whereas theſe curſed preeks, 
Wherewith mans narſe be lockit, 
O hon, that ere ſhe ſaw the day 
For a' her houghs pe prokit. 
Fal lal, &. 


Every thing in the Highlands now 
Pe turn't to alteration; 
The ſodger dwal at our door cheek, 
And that's te eat vexation. 
Fal lal, &c. | 


Scotland be turn't a Ningland now, 
And laws pring on the cadger : 
Nain ſell wad durk him for hur deeds, | 
But oh ſhe fears de ſodger. "Mi 
Fal lal, &c. | NF 


Another law came after that, 
Me never faw the like, man ; 
They mak a lang road on the crund, 
And ca' him turnimſpike, man. 
Fal, lal &c. 


And wow ſhe pe a ponny road, 
Like Louden corn rigs, man ; 
Whare twa carts may gang on her,, 
And no break others legs, man. 
Fal lal, &c. 


They ſharge a penny for ilka hors, 
In troth they'l be nae ſheaper, 
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For nought but gaen upo' the erund, 


And they gie me a paper. 
Fal tal, &c. 


They tak the hors than pe the head, 


And there they mak them ſtand, man. 


J telPd them that I ſeen the day. 


They had na fic command, man, 
Fal lal, &c. 


Nae doubts nain-ſell main draw his purs,. 
And pay them what him''s like, man- 


I'll ſee a ſhudgement on his ſtore, ' 
That filthy turnimſpike, man. 
Fal lal, &c. 


But I'll awa to the Highland hills, 
Whare nere a ane fall turn her; 
Aud no come near your turnimſpike, 
Unleſs it pe to purn her. 
Fal lal, &c. . 


PAT I e's Wedding. 


A PATE came up frae the glen, 
4X Drivin his wedders before him, 
He met bonny ME ganging hame, 

Her beauty was like for to ſmore him. 
O dinna ye ken, bonny Mes, 

That you and I's gaen to be married ? 
T rather had broken my leg, 

Before ſic a bargain miſcarried, 
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Na, PAT1E—O wha's tell'd you that ? 
1 think that of news they've been ſcanty, 
That I ſhould be married ſo ſoon, 
Or yet ſhould hae been ſae flantly: 
I winna be married the year, 
Suppoſe I were courted by twenty ; 
Sae, PAT1E, ye need nae mair ſpear, 
For weel. a wat I dinna want ye. 


Now, MEGG1r, what maks ye ſae ſweer 
Is't cauſe that I henna a maillin ? 
The lad that has plenty o' gear 
Need ne'er want a Half or a hail ane. 
My dad has a good gray mare, | 
And yours has twa cows and a filly ; 
And that will! be plenty o“ gear, 
Sae MAE, be no fie ill- willy. 


Indeed, PAT IE, I. dinna ken, 

But firſt ye maun ſpeir at my daddy: 
You're as well born as BEN, 

And I canna-fay but I'm ready. 
There's plenty o' yarn. in clues, 

To make me a coat and a jimpy, 
And plaiden enough to be trews, 

Gif ye get it, I ſhanna ſcrimp ye. 


Now fair fa” ye, my bonny Mo, | 
I's let a wee ſmacky fa” on you. | 13 
May my neck be as lang as my leg, 
If I be an ill huſband unto you. 
Sae gang your way hame e'now, 


Make ready gin this day fiſteen days, 
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And tell your father the news, Ar 
That I'll be his ſon in great kindneſs, - 


It was nae lang after that, 
Wha came to our bigging but PAT TIE, 
Weel dreſt in a braw new coat, Q 
And wow but he thought himſelf pretty. 
His bannet was little frae new, 0 
In it was a loop and a ſlitty, 
< To tie in a ribbon ſae blue, | Sat 
To bab at the neck o' his coaty. 
Then PAT IE came in wi? a ſtend, 12 
Said, Peace be here to the bigging. 
You're welcome, quo” WILLIAM, come ben, Tl 
Or I wiſh it may rive frae the rigging. 
Now draw in your ſeat and fit down, T! 
And tell's a' your news in a hurry ; 
And haſte ye, MEG, and be done; T 
And hing on the pan wi” the berry. 
Ar 


Quoth PA TIE, My news is nae thrang ; 
Yeſtreen I was wi his Honour; 

I ve taen three riggs of bra” land, 12 
And hae bound myſel under a bonour: 

And now my errand to you 
Is for Mx to help me to labour; 

I think you maun gie's the beſt cow, I 
Becauſe that our haddin's but ſober. 


Well, now for to help you through, 

I'll be at the coſt of the bridal; | By 
T'fe cut the craig of the ewe 

That had amaiſt deid of the ſide· il, T 


And that 'ill be plenty of bree, 
Sae l: our well is nae reiſted, 
To all the good neighbours and we, 
And I think we'll no be that ill feaſted. 


Quoth PaT1E,' O that'il do well, 
And I'll gie you your broſe in the moraing, 
O' kail that was made yeſtreen, 
For I like them beſt in the forenoon, 
dae TAM the piper did play, 
And ilka ane danc'd that was willing, 
And a' the lave they ranked through, 
And they held the ſtoupy ay filling. 


The auld wives ſat and they chew'd, 

And when that the carles grew nappy, 
They danc'd as weel as hey dow'd, 

Wi' a crack o' their thumbs and a kappie, 
The lad that wore the white band, 

I think they cau'd him Jamirt MATHER, | 
And he took the bride by the hand, | % 

Aud cry'd to play up MAGIE LAUDER. | 


Tune, Fy gar rub her Yer ui ſtrae. 


22 RoGER, if your IE NN geck, 
And anſwer kindneſs with a flight, 
Seem unconcern'd at her neglect, 
For women in a man delight : 
But them-deſpiſe who're ſoon defeat, 
And with a ſimple face give way 
To a repulſe ;—then be not blate, 
Puſh bauldly on, and win the day, 
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When maidens, innocently young, 
Say aften what they never mean, F 
Ne'er mind their pretty lying tongue, 
But tent the language of their cen: 
If theſe agree, and ſhe perſiſt 
To anſwer all your love with hate, 
Seek elſewhere to be better bleſt, 
And let her ſigh when *tis too late. 


* 


8 


Tune, Polwart on the Green. 


i HE dorty will repent, 
If lovers heart grow cauld, 
And nane her ſuitles will tent, 
Soon as her face looks auld. 


The dawted bairn thus takes the pet, 
Nor eats, -though hunger crave, 

Whimpers and tarrows at its meat, 
And's laugh'd at by the lave. 

They jeſt it till the dinners paſt ; 
Thus by itſelf abus'd, 

The fool-thing is oblig'd to faſt, 
Or eat what they've refus'd. 


ä th. —— * PR a 2 


2 


Tune, O dear mother, what Mall I do ? 


F DEAR PEGGY, love's beguiling, 
AZ We ought not to truſt to ſmiling ; 
Better far to do as I do, | 

L. eſt a harder luck betide you. 


a wv. a> od 


SCO TS SONGS 193 


Laſles, when their fancy's carry'd, 
Think offpougiht but to be marry'd : 
Running to a life deſtroys 
Heartſome, free, and youthfu' joys, 


=” 


T * 


Tune, How-can I be ſad on my wedding day? 


OW ſhall 1 be ſad, when a huſband I hoe, A 
That has better ſenſe than ony of thae 3 
Sour weak filly fellows, that ſtudy, like fools, 
To Tink their ain joy and make their wives ſnools? 
The man who is prudent ne'er lightlies his wife, 
Or with dull reproaches encourages ſtrife ; 
He praiſes her virtue, and ne' er will abuſe 
Her for a ſmall failing, but find an excuſe. 


DE * 


— 


Tune, Cauld kale in Aberdeen, 


G be the rebels caſt. 

Oppreſſors baſe and bloody, 15 

J hope we'll ſee them at the laſt 
Strung a' up in a woody. 

Bleſs'd be he of worth and ſenſe, 
And ever high his ſtation, 

That bravely ſtands in the defence 
Of conſcience, king and nation. : * 

Vor II. R | | 
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Tune, Mucking of Geordy”s byreÞ# 


f HE laird wha in riches and honour 
Wad thrive, ſhould be kindly and free, 
Nor rack the poor tenants, who labour 
To riſe aboon poverty: 
Elſe like the pack-horſe that's unfother'd, 
And burden'd, will tumble down faint ; 
Thus virtue by hardſhip is ſmother'd, 
And rackers aft tine their rent. 


EGG, now the king's come, 
PEGGY, now the King's come, 

Thou may dance, and I ſhall ſing, 

Produ, ſince the King's come. 

Nae mair the hawkies ſhall thou milk, 
But change thy plaiding coat to ſilk, 
And be a lady of that ilk, | 
Now, PEGGY, ſince the King's come. 


— — 


Tune, Happy Cl:wn. 


HP from himſelf, now by the dawn, 

He ſtarts as freſh as roſes blawn, 

nd ranges o'er. the heights and lawn 
After his bleeting flocks, 


A S 
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Healthful, and innocently gay, 

He chants and whiſtles out the day, 

Untaught to ſmile, and then betray, 
Like courtly weathercocks. 


Life happy, from ambition free, 

Envy, and vile hypocriſie. 

Where truth and love with joy agree, 
Unſully'd with a crime; 

Unmov'd with what diſturbs the great, 

In propping of their pride and ſtate, 

Ke lives, and unafraid of fate, 
Contented ſpends his time. 


For the Love of IE AN. 


* 


OCKY ſaid to JENNY, JENNY wilt thou do't, 
| Ne'er a fit, quoth IE NN, for my tocher good, 
For my tocher good I winna marry thee : 

E'en's ye like, quoth Jo c kx, ye may let it be. 


— 


I ha'e gowd and gear, I ha'e land enough, 
I ha'e ſeven good owſen ganging in a pleugh, 
Gangiug in a pleugh, and linkaa o'er the lee, 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be. 


I ha'e a good ha? houſe, a barn and a byar, 
& peut-ſtack fore the door, will make a rantin fire; 
Fil make a rantin fire, and merry ſall we be, 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye bes 
R 2 | 
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JexnxyY ſaid to Jo cx, Gin ye winna tell; 
Ye fall be the lad, I'S be the laſs myſell : 
Ye're a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie free; 
Ye're welcomer to tak me than to let me be. 


8 


— 


— 


Tune, The Bride groom greets, 


WH the ſheep are in the fauld, and the ky at hame, 
And a' the warld to ſleep are gane; 

The waes of my heart fa's in ſhowers frae my eye, 
When my gudeman lyes ſound by me. 


Young JS NM loo'd me well, and he ſought me for 
nis bride, | 
But ſaving a crown he had naething beſide ; | 
To make that crown a pound; my Je aM V gade to ſea, 
And the crown and the pound were baith for me. 


He had nae been awa' a week but only twa, 
When my mother ſhe fell lick, and the cow. was ſtonn 
awa? ; 
My father brake his arm, and my IE MMV at the ſea, 
And auld ROBIN GREY came a courting me. 


My father coudna work, and my mother coudna ſpin, 
IT toiPd day and night, but their bread I coudna win; 
Auld Ro 3 maintain'd them baith, and wi' tears in his ce, 
Said, JENNY for their ſakes, O marry me. 


My heart it ſaid nay, I look'd for Ix MM back 
But the wind it blew high, ard the ſhip it was a wreck, 
The ſtüp it was a wreck, why didna Jr M die? 
And why do I live to ſay waes me? 9 
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Aud RoB1N argued fair, tho! my mother didna ſpeak, 
She looked in my face till my heart was like to break; 
go they gi'ed him my hand, tho? my heart was in the ſea, 
And auld Ro BIN GREY is gudeman to me. 


I hadna been a wife a week but only four, 
When ſitting ſae mournfully at the door, 
I faw my JEMMY's wreath, for I coudna think it he, 
Till he ſaid, Pm come back for to marry thee. 


O ſair did we greet, and muckle did we ſay ; 
We took but ae kiſs, and we tore ourſelves away; 
F wich I were dead! but I'm no like to die, 

And why do I live to ſay waes me? 


I. gang like a ghaiſt, and I carena to ſpin; 
L darena think on IE NH, for that wovu'd be a ſin 3 
But I'll do my beſt a gude wife to be, 
For auld RoB1N GREY is kind unto nie. 


WATTY and Mapex. 
In imitation of WILLIAM and MARGARET: 


F at the ſhining mid- day hour, 
When all began to gaunt, | 
That hunger rugg'd at WATTY's brealt,. 
And the poor lad grew faint. 


His face was like a bacon ham 
That lang in reek had hung, 
R 3 


* 
£ 
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And horn-hard was his tawny hand 
That held his hazel rung. 


So wad the ſafteſt face appear 
Of the maiſt dreſly ſpark, 

And ſuch the hands that lords wad hae, 
Were they kept cloſe at wark. 


His head was like a heathery buſh 
Beneath his bonnet blew, 

On his braid cheeks, frae lug to lug, 
His bairdy briſtles grew. 


But hunger, like a gnawing worm, 
Gade rumbling through his kyte, 

And nothing now but ſolid gear 
Cov'd give his heart delyte. 


Ee to the kitchen ran with ſpeed, 
To his lov'd MApGE he ran, 
Sunk down into the chimney-nook. 

With viſage ſour and wan. 


Get up, he cries, my criſhy love, 
Support my ſinking ſaul 

With ſomething that is fit to chew, 
Be't either het or caul. 


This is the how and hungry hour, 
When the beſt cures for grief 

Are cog-fous of the lythy. kail, 
And a good junt of beef, 


Oh WaTTyY, WaTTY, MADGE replies, 
I but o'er juſtly trow'd x 
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Your love was thoryleſs, and that ye 
For cake and. pudding woo'd. 


Bethink thee, WATT, on that night, 


When all were faſt afleep, 
How ye kifs'd me frae cheek to cheek,, 
Now leave theſe cheeks to dreep. 


How cou'd ye ca' my hurdies fat, 
And comfort of your ſight ? 

How cou'd you rooſe my dimpled hand, 
Now all my dimples light ? 


Why did you promiſe me a ſnood, 
To bind my locks ſae brown? 

Why did you me fine garters heght, 
Yet let my hoſe fa* down? 


O faithleſs WATT V, think how aft- 
I. ment your ſarks and hoſe 

For you how many bannocks ſtowa, 
How many cogues of broſe ! 


But hark !—tbe kail-bell rings, and I 
Maun gae link. aff the pot; 

Come ſee, ye haſh, how ſair I ſweat, 
To ſtegh your guts, ye ſot. 


The grace was ſaid, the maſter ſerv'd, 
Fat MADGE return'd again, 

Blyth WATTY raiſe and rax'd himſell, 
And fidg'd he was ſae fain. 


He hy'd him to the ſavoury bench, 
Where a warm haggies ſtood, 
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And gart his gooly-through the bag 
Let out its fat heart's bloed. 


And thrice he cry'd, Come eat, dear MA DG, 
Of this dglicions fare ; 

Syne claw'd it aff molt. cleverly, 
Till he could eat nae mair. 


Pd 


RAGMENT S 
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Mucking of GEORDIE's byre. 


And ſhooling the grupe ſae clean, 
Has gard me weit my cheiks 
And greit with baith my een. 
It was neer my father's will, 
Nor yet my mother” s deſire, 
That &er I ſhould file my fingers, 
WE mucking of GE 0oRDY's byre, 


5 
p 7 mucking of GR o.aDy byre, 


ry 


The mouſe is a merry beaſt, 
And the moude wort wants the een: 
Zut the warld ſhell ne'er get wit 
Sae merry as we ha'e been, * 
It was ne'er, &c. 


— 
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Bonny Dundee. 


HAVE I burnt, or have I lain? 

| Or have I done aught injury ? 
I've gotten a bonny young lafie wi? bairn, 

The bailie's daughter of bonny Dundee. 
Bonny Dundee, and bonny Dundafs, 

Where ſhall I ſee ſae bonny a laſs ? 
Open your ports, and let me gang free, 

I maun ſtay nae langer in bonny Dundee. 


Ss 


Calla. Water. 


g. braw lads of Galla water, 
O braw lads of Galla- water, 

J kilt my coats below my knee, 

And follow my love through the water, 
Sge fair her hair, ſae brent her brow, 

Sae bonny blue her een, my dearie, 
Sae white her teeth, ſae ſweet her mou”, 

I aften kiſs her till I'm wearie. 


O'er yon bank, and o'er yon brae, 
O'er yon moſs amang the hether, 
Il kilt my coats aboon my knee, 
And follow my love through the water. 


- Down amang the broom, the broom, 


Down amang the broom, my dearie ; 
The laſſie loſt her ſilken ſnood. 
That gard her greet till ſhe was wearie, 
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Gae to the ky wi' me, Jonxx. 


AE to the ky wi me, Jounr, 
Gae to the hy wi) me; 
Gae to the ky wi” me, Jouxy, 
And PI be merry wi thee. 
And was ſhe not wordy of kiſſes, 
And was ſhe not wordy of three, 
And was ſhe not wordy of kifles, 
That gacd to the ky wi me? 
Gae to the ky, &C. 


I have a houſe to big, 
And another that's like to fa', 
4 have a laſſie wi' bairn, 
Which grieves me warſt of a', 
Gae tg the ky, &c. 


If that ſhe be now wi' bairn, 
As I trow weel ſhe be, 
I have an auld wife to my mither, 
Will doudle it on her knee. 
Gae to the ky, &c. 


Broſe and Butter. 


G TE my love braſe, broſe, 
Ce my love braſe and butter, 
de my love broſe, broſe, 
Yeftreen he wanted his ſupper, 


. 
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JENNY ſits up in the laft, | 
Joc xx wad fain hae been at her, 
There came a wind ont of the waſt, 
Made a' the windows to clatter. 
Gre my love, &c. 


A gooſe is nae good meat, 
A hen is boſs within, 
In a pye there's muckle deceit, 
A pudding it is a good thing. 
Cie my love, &c. 


JE NN 's Bawbie. 


ND a' that e er my JENNY had, 
My Jenny had, my JENNY had 
A that er my JENNY had, 
Was ae bawdbie. 

There's your plack, and my plack, 
And your plack, and my plack, 
And my plack and your plack, 
And JE NN 's bawbie. 

And @ that e er, &c. 


We'll put it a' in the pint- ſtoup, 
The pint- ſtoup, the pint- ſtoupß, * 
We'll put it in the ba, * 
And birle't a' three. 

And & that e' er, &c, 


f 
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Cauld kale in Aberdeen. 


* 


AULD kale in Aberdeen, 
And caſtocks in Strabogie; 

But yet I fear they'll cook o'er ſoon, 
And never warm the cogie. 

The laſſes about Bogie gicht, 

Their limbs they are ſae clean and tight, 

That if they were but girded right, 

They'll dance the reel of Bogie. 


Wow, ABERDEEN, what did you mean, 
Sae. young a maid to woo, Sir ? 
I'm ſure it was nae mows to her, 
Whate'er it was to you, Sir ; W* * 
For laſſes now are no ſae blate, N 
But they ken auld folks out o' date, 
And better play fare can they get, 
Than caſtocks in Strabogie. 


— — * — 


Cock up your Beaver. 


WHEN firſt my dear Jon x came to this town, 

He had a blue bonnet, it wanted the crown; 

But now he has gotten a hat and a feather, b *:28 
Hey, my JoHxyY lad, cock up your beaver. 

Cock up your beaver, cock up your beaver, 

Hey, my Jonny lad, cock up your beaver} 

Cock up your beaver, and cock it nae wrang, 

We'll a* to England ere it be lang. 

VOI. II. 8 
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Jon x, come kiſs me now. 


O HN, come kiſs me wow, now, ot, * 
j O Jon N come kiſs me now, 
Joux come kiſs me by and by, 
And make nae mair ado. 
Some will court and compliment, 
And make a great ado, 
Some will make of their goodman, 
And ſae will I of you. 
Joux, come kiſs, &c. 


a he came ben fie badet 


7 H EN ſhe came ben ſhe bobbit, 
| And when ſhe came ben ſhe ſobbit. 
And when ſhe came ben ſhe kiſt CoC KEN, 
And then deny'd that ſhe did it. 


And was nae COCKPEN right ſawcy, 
And was nae COCKPEN right ſawcy ? 

He len'd his lady to gentlemen, 

And he kiſt the collier laſſie. 


And was nae COCKPEN right able, 
And was nae COCKPEN right able ? 
He left his lady with gentlemen, 

And he kiſt the laſs in the ſtable. 


r 
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O are yon wi' bairn, my chicken? 
O are you wi” bairn, my chicken? 
O if I am not, I kope to be, 
E'er the green leaves be ſhaken, 


U 


a. 


I with that you were dead, Goodman, 


I ISH that you were dead, goodman, 
And a green ſod on your head, goodman, 
That I might ware my widowhead, 

Upon a ranting highlanudinan. 


There's ſax eggs in the pan, goodman, 

There's ſax eggs in the pan, goodman, 

There's ane to you, and twa to me, 

And three to our JouN HiGULANDMAN» 
Jui, &c. | 


There's beef into the pat, goodman, g 

There's beef into the pat, goodman, 

The banes for you, and the brew for me, 

And the beef for our JonN HiGULANDMANs 
I wijh, &c. 


There's ſax horſe in the ſtable, goodman, 

There's ſax horſe in the ſtable, goodman, 

There's ane to you, aud twa to me, | 

And three to our JouN HiGHLANDMANs 
I wifi, &c. 5 

There's fax ky in the byre, goodman, 

There's ſax ky in the byre, goodman, 

8 2 
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There's nane o' them yours, but there's twa of them 


mine, 
And the lave is our Joun, HiGuLANDMANE, 
4 wiſh, &6& 


the 


— * — — At A 


Whilſtte o'er the lave o't. 


Y mither ſent me to the well, 
She had better gane herſell, 
J got the thing I dare nae tell, 
Whiſtle o'er the lave ot, 


My mither ſent me to the ſea, 

For to gather muſles three; 

A ſailor lad fell in wi' me, 
Whiſtle o'er the lave o't. 


The Grey Cock. 


S A W ye my father, or ſaw ye my mother, 
Or ſaw ye my true love JonN? 

I ſaw not your father, I ſaw not your mother, 
But I (aw your true love Jonn. 


I's now ten at night, and the ſtars gie nae light: 
And the bells they ring ding, dong, 


He's met wi ſome delay, that cauſeth him to toy * 


But he will be here ere lang. 
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The ſurly auld carl did naething but ſaarl, 
And JoxNny's face it grew red; 

Yet tho” he often ſigh'd, he ne'er'a word reply'd, 
Till all were aſleep in bed. 


Up Jonny roſe, and to the door he goes, 
And gently tirled the pin; | 
The laſſie taking tent, unto the door ſhe went, 
And ſhe open'd and let him. in. 


And are ye come at laſt, and do I hold ye faſt ? 
And is my Jou Nx true? | 

I have nae time to tell, but ſae lang's I like my ſell, 
Sae lang (all I love you. | 


Flee, flee up, my bonny grey cock, 
And craw whan it is day ; 

Your neck ſhall be like the bonny beaten gold, 
And yonr wings of the ſilver grey. 


The cock prov'd: falſe, and untrue he was, 

For he crew an hour o'er ſoon; 
The laſſie thought it day when ſhe ſent her love away, 
And it was but a blink of the moon. 


—yv—̃— — 


The W REN, or, LENNOx's Love to BLAN- 
TYRE. : 


HE Wren ſcho lyes in care's bed, 
In care's bed, in-care's bed; | 
The WEN ſcho lyes in care's bed, 2+ 
In meikle dule and pyne- O. | 
: 8 3 | 5 
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Quhen in came Ro IN — N | c 
Red- breaſt, Red-breaſt ; : 
Quhen in came Rou1N Red. breaſt, . | 
Wy ſuccar-ſaps and wyne- -O. $5) 0 ' 
Now, maiden, will ye taſte o' this, * BY J 
Taſte o' this, taſte o' this ; 1 
Now, maiden, will you taſte o' this ? 
It's ſuccar-ſaps and wyne---O, 
Na, ne'er a drap, RoBIN, ; | 
RoBin, RoBin; 
Na, ne'er a drap, RoBiN, 


Gun it was ne'er ſo fine---O, | : 
| „ 0 © 
And quhere's the ring that I gied ze, 
That I gied ze, that I gied ze 
And quhere's the ring that I gied 22, ; 
Ze little cutty quean—Q 
1 gied it till a ſoger, 
A ſoger, a ſoger, 
1 gied it ill a foger, 
A kynd ſweet- heart o myne 0. 


— 
— 


ILL ze go to the wool? quo' FOoZ IE Moz vt ; 
Will ze gotothe wood? quo Jo HN EREDNOZ1E; 
Will ze go to the wood? quo' FosLin 'ene; 
Will ze go to the wood ? quo? brither and kin, | 


What to do there? quo” Foz Ik Mozir ; 

What to do there? quo” JoHNIE REDNOZIE ; 
What to do there? que* FosL1n 'ene; (" 
What to. do there? quo” brither and kin, : wh 
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To flay the WAREN, quo Foz iE MozigE: 

To flay the WREN, quo' JoHNIE REDNOEzIE: 
To ſlay the WREN, quo Fos LIN ene: 

To ſlay the WRA EN, quo' brither and kin. 


What way will ze get her hame? quo” Foziet Mozir; 

What way will ze get her hame? quo' JoHNIE RE D- 
NOZIX; 

What way will ze get her hame ? quo? FosLIN ene; 

What way will ze get her hame? quo” brither and kin. 


We'll hyre carts and horſe, quo“ FOZz IE Moz iE: 
We'il hyre carts and Horſe, quo“ Jon NIE RE DNOZEZ IE: 
We'll hyre carts and horſe, quo” FoSLIN 'ene: 
We'll kyre carts and horſe, quo' brither and kin. 


What way will we get her in? quo' Foz IR Mozir ; 
What way will we get her iu? quo JohN IE REDp- 
NO :zIE; | 
What way will we get her in? quo* Fos LIN 'ene; 
What way will ze get her in? quo” brither and kin. 


We'll drive down the door-cheeks, quo“ FOZ IEK Moz IE: 
We'll drive down the door-cheeks, quo” JoHNIE RT O- 
NOZ IE: ; 
We'll drive down the door-cheeks, quo? Fos iN ene: 
We'll drive down the door-cheeks, quo” brither and kin: 


I'll hae a wing, quo” Foz Ik Moz ix: 2 
Fll hae anither, quo” JonNIE RE DNOEZIE : 

Fl hae a leg, quo? Fos LIN ene: | 

And I'll hae anither, quo” brither and kin, 


ö 
4 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Luſte MAE. 


Lus TIE Mayre, with Floß Queen, 
The balmy drops from Puox Bus ſheen, 
Preluſant beams before the day, 
Before the day, the day; 
By thee, D1ANA, groweth green, 
Through gladneſs of this luſtie MAE, 
Through gladneſs of this luſtie Mays *. 


Then AURORA that is ſo bright, - 


To woful hearts he caſts great light, 
Right pleaſantly before the day, Sc. 

And ſhows and ſhades forth of that light, 
Through gladneſs of this luſtie May x, 
Through gladneſs of this luſtie Mays. 

Birds, on their boughs, of every ſort, 

Send forth their notes, and make great mirth, 
On banks that bloom on every bray, ec. 

And fares and flyes o'er field and firth, 
Through gladneſs of this luſtie Mayz, 
Through gladneſs of this luſtie May E. 


All lovers hearts that are in care, 

To their ladies they do repair, 
In freſh mornings before the day, &c. 

And are in mirth ay more and more, 
Through gladneſs of this luſtie MA YE, 
Through gladneſs of this luſtie MA YE. 


Fhe firſt. verſe of this ſong is cited in a book intitſed, The 
Complaint of Scotland, &c. printed at St Andrews in 1549; 
whereby i it appears to have been a current old Scots * one in 

| the reign of On. *. 


I 
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of every monith in the year, 

To mirthful Ma E there is no peer, 
Her gliſt'ring garments are ſo gay, c. 

Your lovers all make merry cheer, 
Through gladneſs of this luſtie MayE, 
Through gladneſs of this luſtie MAYE. 


ws 


Tune, JohN ANDERSON my 70. 


WEEN I was a wee thing, 
And juſt like an elf, 5 
All the meat that e'er I gat, 
I laid upon the ſhelf. 


The rottens and the mice 
They fell into a ſtrife, 

They wadnae let my meat alane 
Till I gat a wife. 


And when I gat a wife, 
She wadnae bide therein, 

Till I gat a hurl-barrow 
To hurle her out and in. 


The hurl-barrow brake,. 
My wife ſhe gat a fa'; 

And the foul fa the hurl-barrow, 
Cripple wife and a'. 

She wadnae eat nae bacon, 
She wadnae eat nae beef, 

She wadnae eat nae lang-kail, 

Fe fyling o' her teeth: 


, * * 5 1 * w | 4 2 280 4 1 ; 5 * 4 
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But ſhe wad eat the bonnie bird, 
That fits upon the tree: 
Gang down the burn, Dav1e, love, 
And I fall follow thee. 


nnn. 3. 


Wali fu fa the Cat. 


S I came down bonny Tweed - ſide, 
I heard and I wiſt nae what; 
J heard ae wife ſay to anither, 
O waly fu fa” the cat! 


O waly fu fa the cat 

For ſhe has bred muckle waneaſe ; 
She has op'ned the. amry door, 
And has eaten up a' our bit cheeſe. 


She has eaten up a' the bit cheeſe ; 

O' the bannocks ſhe's no left a mote ; 
She has dung the hen aff her eggs ; 

And ſhe's drown'd in the ſowin- boat. 


O waly fu fa the cat! 5 
I kend ſhe wad never do grace; 
She has piſt i' the backet of ſa't; 
And has dung the bit fiſh aff the brace. 


She has dung the bit fiſh aff the brace ; 
And it's fallen i the maiſter-can ; 
And now it has fic a ſtink, | 
It! pizen the filly good man. 
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Dainty Da VIE“. 


L EE E me on your curly pow, 
Damty DAVIE, dainty DA VIE; 
Leeze me on your curly pow, 
Mine ain dainty DAVIE. 


It was in and through the window broads, 
And a' the tirlie wirlies o'd ; 

The ſweetelt kiſs that e*er I got, 
Was frae my dainty DAVIx. 

0 leeze me on your curly pow, &c. 


It was down amang my dady's peaſe, 
And underneath the cherry-trees ; 
O there he kiſt ine as he pleas'd, 
For he was mine ain dear Davis. 
0 lee ze me on your curly pow, &c. 


When he was chas'd by a dragoon, 
Into my bed he was laid down; 
J thought him wordy o' his room, 
And he's ay my dainty Davie. 
O leeze me on your curly pow, &c. 
92.2 CS SY 


— — _ T” T” —_x. 


FEY how Jonnr led, yore no fac kinds ye ſud hae 
been, | : 
Heyhow Jon Ny lad, ye're no ſae kind's yeſud hae been; 


* The following ſong was made upon Meſs David Williams 
ſon, on his getting with child the Lady Cherrytree's daugh- 
ter, while; the foldicrs were ſearching the houſe to EN 
him for =o 
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Sae weel's ye might hae touzled me, and ſweetly pried my 
mow bedeen; 
Hey how Jo HN lad, ye're no ſae kind's ye ſud hae been; 


My father he was at the pleugh, my N ſhe was at 
the mill, 

My billie he was at the moſs, and no ane meat our 
ſport to {pill ; 

The feint a body was therein, ye need na fley'd for 
being ſeen; _ 

Hey how Jouny lad, ye're no ſae kind's yeſud hae been, 


But I maun hae anither joe, whafe love gangs never out 
o' mind, 
And winna let the mament paſs, when to a laſs he can 
be kind; 
Then gang yere wa's to Blinking Bess, nae mair for 
Jonny fal the green; 
Hey how Jo nN x lad, ye're no ſae kind's ye ſad hae 
bans 


Jouny JOHNSTON. 


O Jon NY JoRNSTON was my love, 
But wha wad e'er hae thought it o' him? 
He's left me for a tocher'd laſs, | 

A dirty ſlut unwordy o' him, 


But to the bridal I ſall gang, 
Although I'm ſure I was nae bidden: 
I care nae tho! they a' ſhould cry, 
Hech, ſee, firs, yonder comes the dirdam. 


JN 
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When I came to the bridal-houſe, 
Wow, but the Nut had little *havens ! 
For ay ſhe rave, and rugged at, 
And licked a' the creechy gravins. 


n gentleman that ſate neeſt me, 

Was ſpearing wha was't that was anght her; 
Indeed, fir, I think ſhame to tell, 

She's ſic a ſilly body's daughter. 


The bride ſhe minted wi' a bane, 
And grin'd at me becauſe I ſaid it; 
She ſaid, ſays ſhe, ſay that again, 
And I'ſe gar you make ae thing twa c't. 


trow then when the bride ſaw this, 
She bade my love come for to pleaſe me; 
He came, and bade me chuſe my ſpring, 
And ſaid, ſays he, what's this that grieves you? 


Im neither griev'd nor ſad, ſays I, 

And that I'll let yon ken to eaſe you, 
JI dance, ſae will I, gif I like; 

And ye's tire firſt, Sir, T'ſe aſſure you. 


Zut when the bedding came at een, 
Wow, but the houſe was in a ſteery ; 

The bride was frighted fair for fear, 
That I wad take awa' her deary. 


My bonny love gae flow to bed, 
He kiſs'd her but twas for the faſhion; 
und ſyne he glowr'd at my white ſkin, 
And ſyne he ſigh'd, and rued the bargain, 
VOI. II. » 
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VH O W lang have I a batchelor been, 
This twa and twenty year? 
Tow aft have I a-wooing gane? 
Tho” I came never the near. 


| For, NaN NINE ſhe ſuys, ſhe winna hae me, 
| I look ſae like a cloun; 
But by my ſooth, I'm as good as herſel, 
Sae I's ne'er faſi my thumb. 


She ſays, if I could loup and dance, 
As TAM the miller can; 

Or cut a caper like the taylor, 
She wed like me than. | 


By my word it's daffin to lie, 

My joints were ne'er ſo nimble ; 

The taylor he has naething to mind, | 
But his bodkin, ſhears, and thimble. 


And how do you do, my little wee NA N, 


My lamb and ſlibrikin mouſe ? ; 
And how does your father and mother do, 

And a' the good folks i the houſe ?  * 7 

J think nae ſhame to ſhaw my ſhapes; a 


I'ſe warrand ye'll gueſs my errand ; 
You maun gang wi' me, my fair maid, 
To marry you, fir, I warrand. - I 


But, maun belongs to the king himſell, 
But no to a cauntry cloun ; 

Ve might have faid, wi your leave, fair maid, 
4nd letten your maun alane, - 
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© fee but how ſhe mocks me now, 
She ſcoſts me and does (corn ; 

The man that marries you, fair maid, 
Maun rife right ſoon i' the morn, 


But fare ye well, and &en's you like, 
For I can get anither. 

He lap on his horſe at the back o' the dyke, 
And gaed hame to tell his mither, 


When Na x ſaw that, ſhe wad na walt, 
But ſhe has ta'en the taylor; 

For when a laſs gets the lad ſhe likes 
"Tis better far than filler. 


But when he heard that NAynss was tint, 
As he ſat on yon know 

He ruggit his hair, he blubber'd and grat, 
And to a ſtane daddit his pow. 


His mither came out, and wi? the diſuclout, 
She daddit about his mow ; 

The deil's i' the chield, I think he's gane daft, 
Get up, ye blubbering ſow. 


If ever there was an ill wife i” the warld, 
It was my hap to get her ; 

And by my hap, and by my luck, Wh 
I had been better butt her. 


I with I had been laid i' my grave, 
When I got her to marriage! 
For, the very firſt night the ſtrife began, 
And ſhe gae me my carriage. 
1 2 
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I ſcoured awa to Edmborow- town, 


And my cutty- brown together; | A 
And there I bought her a braw new-gown,. - | 

I'm ſure it coſt ſome filler, A 
 Iika ell o't was a crown, 

?T was better than her marriage: — — 


But becauſe it was black, and it was na brown, 
For that I got my carriage. 


When I ſaw naething her wad mend, | ] 
I took her to the foreſt ; 

The very firſt wood that I came to, X _ 1 
Green-holan was the neareſt ; | þ 


There I paid her baith back and ſide, 
Till a' her banes play'd clatter ; 
And a' the bairns gathered round about, 
Cry'd, fy goodman have at her. 


4 Aa. wed _ *. 


ä — —— — a 1 


8 I gaed to the well at e'en, | 
; As any honeſt auid woman will do, Fa 
The carl then he follow'd me, 
As auld carles will do. 
He woo'd me, and loo'd me, 
A wally how her w90'd me ! 
But yet I winna tell to you, 
How the carl uod me. 


As I ſat at my wheel at e' en. 
As any honeſt auld woman ſhou'd do, 
The carl he came in to me, 
As auld carles will do. 
He woo'd me, and loo'd me, &e. 
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int ett 
As any other honeſt auld woman wou'd * 
The carl then he came to me, 
As auld carles will do. 
He wood me, and loo'd 18, Ke. 


—_— 


Lumps of Pudding. 


"'Y dadtily he ſteal'd the miniſter's cow; 
And a' we weans gat. puddings anew z. 
The dirt crap out, as the meat gaed in,, 
And wow fic puddings as we gat then! 
Sic lumps 0 puddings, fic dads o' bread, 
They ſtack in my throat, and maiſt were my dead 
As IT gaed by the miniſter's yard; 
I ſpied the miniſter kiſſing his maid-: 
Gin ye winnae believe, cum here and ſee 
Sic a braw new coat the miniſter gied me. 
Sic lumps o puddings, &c. 


—— — , 


Birks of Abergeldie. 


ONX1E lathe, will ye go, 
Will ye go, will ye go, 
Bonnie laſſie, will ye go. 
To the birks o' Abergeldie ? 
Ye ſhall get a gown of (ilk, 
A gown. of ſilk, a gown of ſilk, 
Je hall get a gown of filk, 
And coat. of calimancoe. 


1 4 
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Na, kind Sir, I dare nae gang, ; F 

I dare nae gang, I dare nae gang, ; \ 
Na, kind Sir, I dare nae gang, 

My minnie ſhe'll be angry. 

Sair, ſair wad ſhe flyte, 

Wad ſhe fiyte, wad: ſhe flyte, 

Sair, fair wad ſhe flyte, 
And ſair wad ſhe ban me. . 


** — —— = 2 * — — 


EE P the country, bonny laſſie, 
Keep the country, keep the country, 


i Keep the country, bonny laſſie; s 

Lads will a' gie gowd for ye: \ 

Gowd for ye, bonuy laſſie, / 
Gowd for ye, gow'd for ye, f 

Keep the country, bonny laſſie, 4 


Lads will a' gie gowd for ye. 


1 — 1 
3 Sing, bum, be bery, bum: 
Fare ye weel, my auld wife, 
Sing bum, bum, bum, 
Fare ye weel, my auld wife, 
Fhe ſteerer up o' ſtrunt and ſtrife ; 
The malt's aboon the meal the night, 
WY” ſome, ſome, ſome. 


And fare ye weel, my pyke-ſtaff, 
Sing bum, be bery bum; 

Fare ye weel, my pyke-itaff, 
Sing, bun, bum, bum: 


. 
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Fare ye weel, my pyke-ſtaff, 

Wi” you nae mair my wife I'll baff; 
The malt's aboon the meal the night 
WY ſome, ſome, ſome: 


ILL ye go to Flanders, my MALL y—O? 
Will ye go to Flanders, my bonnie MA L LY -O? 
There we'll get wine and brandy, 
And fack and ſugar-candy ; 
Will ye go to Flanders, my MaLLY—O? 
Will ye go to Flanders, my MALLY—O ? 
And ſee the chief commanders, my MA LLY—O? 
You'll ſee the bullets fly, and the ſoldiers how they Ce, 
Aud * ladies loudly cry, my MALLY—O! 


IByY FowLER O the glen, 
There's o'er mony wooing at her; 

She has lovers nine or ten, 

There's 0'er mony wooing at her: 
Wooing at her, kiſſing at her, 

Clapping at her, cannae get her; 
Shame fa” her filthy ſnout, 

There's o'er mony wooing at her. 


_— 
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Kirk wad let me be. 


AM a poor filly anld man, 
And hirpling o'er a tree; 
Zet fain, fain kiſs wad I, 
Gin the kirk wad let me be. ; 1 
Gin a? my duds were aff, ; 
- And a' hail claes on, 
OI could kiſs a zoung laſs, 
As weel as ony man. 


Blink over the Burn, ſweet BET Tv. 


ſimmer I mawed. my meadows, T 
In harveſt I ſhure my corn, 
In winter I married a widow, 
I with I was free the morn. 


Blink over the burn, ſweet BETTY, 1 
Blink over the burn to me: 

O it is a thouſand pities 
But I was a widow for thee, 


— ll 


— 


Green grows the Raſhes, 


REEN grows the raſhes—O, == A 
Green grows the raſhes—Q +: 

The feather-bed is no ſue ſaft 

As a bed amang the raſhes, 
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We're a' dry wi' drinking 0's, 
We're a' dry wi' drinking o't ; 
The parſon kiſt the fidler's wife, 
And he cou'd na preach for thinking o't, 
Green grows, &c. 
The down-bed, the feather-bed, 
The bed amang the raſhes—O7; 
Yet a' the beds is na ſae ſaft 
As the bellies o' the laſſes O. 
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Tnis is my departing time! 
For here nae langer maun I ſtay :- 
There's not a friend or foe of mine 
But wiſhes that I were away. 


What I hae done for lack o' wit, 
I never, never can recal ! 

J hope you're a” my friends as yet: 
Good-night and joy be wi” you all, 


Hae layen three herring a @t : 
Bonnie laſs, gin ze'll take me, tell me now: 
And I hae brown three pickles o* mat: 
And I cannae cum ilka day to woo ; 
To woo, to woo, to lilt and to woo: 
And I cannae cum ia day to Woo, 


—— 
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J ha'e a wee ca'f that wad fain be a cow: : 
Bonnie laſſie, gin ze'll take me, tell me now: 
J hae a wee gryce that wad fain be a ſow : 
And I caunae cum ilka day to woo 
To woo, to woo, to lilt and to woo 3 
And I cannae cum ilka day to woo. 
* ©.0.. # 


Up in the Morning early. 
— a fair . to walk, 


In a morning of July: 
She was fair, bonnie, ſweet, and young; 
But met wi' a lad unruly. 
He took ker by the lilly-white hand; 
He ſwore he loo'd her truly: | 
The man forgot, but the maid thought on, 
O it was in the month of July! 


* W 


Kiſt the Streen. 
On the late Duke of Argyle. 
As I was kiſt yeſtreen! 
O as I was kiſt yeſtreen ! 


I'll never forget till the diy that I die, 
Sae mouy braw kiſſes his Grace gae me. 


My father was ſleeping, my mither was out, 
And I was my lane, and in came the Duke: 
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1'1l never forget till the day that I die, 
Sae mony braw kiſſes his Grace gae me. a 


Kiſt the ſtreen, kiſt the ſtreen, 
Up the Gallowgate, down the Green : 
I'll never forget till the day that I die, 


Sae moiny braw kifles his Grace gae me. 
6s 98 » 0 


Tune, Fy, gar rub her ober w? ſtrae. 


OO K up to Pentland's tow'ring tops, 
Buried beneath great wreaths of ſhaw, 
O'er ilka cleugh, ilk ſcar and flap, 
As high as ony Roman wa'. 


Driving their baws frae whins or tee, 
There's no nae'gowfer to be ſeen, 
Nor douſler fowk wyling a-jee 
The byaſt bouls on Tamſon's green. 


Then fling on coals, and ripe the ribs, 

And beek the houſe baith but and ben, 

That mutchken ſtoup it hads but dribs, 
Then let's get in the tappit hen. 


Good claret beſt keeps out the cauld, 
And drives away the winter ſoon ; 
It makes a man baith gaſh and bauld, 


And lifts his ſaul beyond the mon. 


Leave to the gods your ilka care, 
If that they think us worth their while, 
They can a rowth of bleſſings ſpare, 
Which will our faſhjous fears beguile, 
© 
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For what they fave a mind to do, 

That will they; do, ſhould we gang wood; 

If they command the ſtorms to blaw, 
Then upo' ſight the hailſtains thud. 


But ſoon as ere they cry, be quiet, 
The blatt'ring winds dare nae mair move, 
But cour into their caves, and wait 
The high command of ſupreme Jove. 


Let neiſt day come as it thinks fit, 
The preſent minute's only ours; 
On pleaſure let's employ our wit, 
And laugh at fortune's feckleſs powers +. 


— — _— a 


| 


WHEN I gaed to the mill my lane, 
For to ground my malt, 
The miller-laddie kiſt me; 
I thought it was nae faut. 
What though the laddie kiſt me, 
When I was at the mill ! 
A kiſs is but a touch ; 
And a touch can do na ill. 


OI loo the miller-laddie ! 
And my laddie lues me ; 
He has fic a blyth look, g 
And a bounie blinking ee. 


+ For the made Wark ay ſee page 4:d of the pre- 
ſent volume. 185 IR Ws 
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What though the laddie kiſt me, 
When I was at the mill! 

A kiſs is but a touch ; 
And a touch can do na ill, 


ONnALD Cow and his man 
They've gane to the fair ; 
They've gane to court a bonny laſs, 
But fint a ma was there : 
But he has gotten an auld wife, 
And ſhe's come hirpling hame 
And fhe's fa'n o'er the buffet-ſtool, 
And brake her rumple-bane. 
Sing, Hey DONALD, how DONALD, 
Hey DONALD CowPER; 
He's gane awa' to court a wife, 
And he's come hame without her. 


Tane, Green Sleeves, 


S I walk'd by myſelf, I ſaid to myſelf, 
And myſelf ſaid again to me, 
Look well to thyſelf, take care of thyſelf, 
For no body cares for thee. 


Then I anſwer'd to myſelf, and ſaid to myſelf, 
With the ſelf- ame repartee, 
Look well to thyſelf, or not to thyſelf, 
It's the ſelf-ſame thing to me. 
Vo L. II. , U 
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Y wife's a wanton wee thing, 
My wife's a wanton wee thing, 
My wife's a wanton wee thing ; 
She'll never be guided by me, 


She play'd the loon e'er ſhe was married, 
She play d the loon e'er ſhe was married, 
She play'd the loon e'er ſhe was married; 
5 She'll do't again e' er ſhe die. 


OGAN-WATER and Logan-braes A 
I helped a bonnie laſſie on wi' her claiths ; 
- Firſt wi? her ſtockings, and then wi” her ſhoon; _ 
And ſhe gave me the glaiks when a' was done. B 


But had I kend what I ken now, 

I ſhould have bang'd her belly fou, 

Her belly fou, and her apron up; 

And hae ſnew'd her the way to Logan-kirk. 


% 


— 8 = 
YMON BRODIE had a cow: 25 ( 
The cov was loſt, and he cou'd na find her; 1 


When he had done what man cou'd do, 
The cow came hame, and the tail behind her. 
Honeſt, auld Sy MoN BRODIE;, 0 
Stupid, auld, doited bodie ; 5 | 
Til aua to the North Countrie, | 
| nd ſes my ain dear SYMON BRODIE, 
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SyMON BRO DIE had a wife, 
And wow but ſhe was braw and bonnie ; 
She took the diſh-clout aff the bink, 
And priu'd it to her cockernonie. 
Honeſt, auld Sy MoN BRoD1E, &e. 


HE Ss WH OS... 


Barm. 


1 trip upon trenchers, I'll dance upon diſhes ; 
My mither ſent me for barm, for barm : | 
And through the kirk-yard I met wi' the laird, 
The ſilly, poor body could do me no harm. 


But down i the park, I met with the clerk, 


And he gaed me my barm, my barm. 
6 , ͤ 


— 


The bonnie laſs of Angleſey. 


(JE king he has a ſecret to tell, 
And ay we'll keep it muſt and be ; 
The Engliſh lords are coming down, 
To dance and win the victory. 


Our king has cry'd a noble cry, - 
And ay ave'll keep it muſt and be; 
Gar ſaddle ye, and bring to me, 
The bonuie laſs of Angleſey, 
; U 2 
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Up the ſtarts as white as the milk, N 

Between him and his company; 

What is the thing I hae to aſk, 
If I ſhould win the victory? 


Fifteen ploughs but and a mill, 
I'll gie thee till the day thou die; N 
And the faireſt knight in a' my court, a 

q To chuſe thy hufband for to be. 


She's ta'en the fifteen lords by the hand, . N 
Saying, Will ye come dance with me? | 

But on the morn, at ten-o'clock, | | 
They gave it o'er moſt ſhamefully. 


Up then roſe the fifteenth lord | | 
I wat an angry man was he; 

Laid by frae him his belt and ſword, | 
And to the floor gaed manfully. 


He ſaid, My feet ſhall be my dead, | þ-1 
Before ſhe win the victory; 
But before *twas ten o'clock at night, | 

He gaed it o'er as ſhamefully. 


The Dainty Downby. 


TY HERE's a farmer near hard by, 
Sent out his daughter to keep the ky, 
Sent out his daughter to keep the ky, 
In the, green of the Duinty Downby, 
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This laſſie being of a noble mind, 

She went to the garden to pu” a pickle thyme, 

She went to the garden to pw a pickle thyme, 
In the garden of the Dainty Downby. 


Little did ſhe ken that the laird was at hame, 

Little did ſhe ken that the laird was at hame, 

Little did ſhe ken that the laird was at hame, 
The laird of the Dainty Downby.. 


He has ta'en her by the milk-white hand, 

He has ta'en her by the graſs-green ſleeve, 

He has made her to be at his command, 
In the green of the Dainty Downby. 


O go hame ! go hame, and tell your father this, 

Go hame, go hame, and tell your father this, 

Go hame, go hame, and tell your father this, 
What ye've gotten in the Dainty Downby.. 


Her father is to this young laird gone, 

For to pay ſome rents that he was. owing,, 

Yor to pay ſome rents that he was owing, 
To the Laird of the Dainty Dowaby.. 


O how is your daughter MARG'RET |! he faid, 
O how is your daughter MARG*RET | he ſaid, 
© how is your daughter MARG*RET, he ſaid, 
Since ſhe, was in the Dainty Downby ? 


Gae gar her come and ſpeak to me, 

Oe gar her come and ſpeak to me, 

Gae gar her come right ſpeedily, 
To me in the Dainty Downby.. 
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When this laſſie before this young laird came, 1 


Her lover baith grew pale and wan : 
OMaRGg'RET, MARG'RET! you've lain with a man, A 


Since you was in the Dainty Downby. 


O kind Sir! you may well underſtand, 
Since you made me to be at your command, 
You made me to be at your command; 

And wo to your Dainty Downby ! 


O MAR RET, MAR'GRET | gif I be the man, 

If I be the man that has done ye the wrang, 1 

I ſhall be the man that will raiſe you again, | 
Since you was in the Dainty Dowuby. 


Then he has call'd upon his vaſſals all, 
He has call'd on them baith great and ſmall; V 
Then he has made her there, before them all, 

The Lady of the Dainty Downby. 


The To p. 
HERE dwelk a Top on yonder craig, 
And he's a Top of might—a ; 


He lives as well on his purchaſe, 1 
As ony laird or knight—a. 


Jonx ARMSTRANG faid unto the Top, 

An ye come near my ſheep—a, 
The firſt time that I meet wi' you, O 
IT It's I will gar ye greet—a. | 


The Top ſaid to JouN ARMSTRANG again, 

Ve dare na be ſae bauld—a ; | 
For'n I hear ony mair o* your din, A 
= I'll worry a' the ſheep o' your fauld—a, 
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The Top he hies him to his craig, 
And there fits he fu' crouſs—a ; ; 

And for JoRNIE ARMSTRANG, and a' his tykes, += 
He does not care a louſe—a. 


REckLE ManvDis. 


MITHE X. 


S will we get a wife to you? 
My auld fon RECKLE MAnUD1E, 


_-$ 0 Ne 

Wha but Mac 18 4-yont the burn, 
She'll make a wife right gudie, 
MITHER. 


I fear ſhe'll be but a ſober wife, 
My auld ſon RECKLE MAHUDIE. 


S ON. 
[ believe you'd hae me ſeek a king's dochter, 
But foul fa' me if I dudie. 
MITHER, 
O what'll you hae to your wadden feaſt? * 
My auld ſon RECKLE MAnuD1E. 


s ON. 


A pint of broſe and a good ſa't herring, 
It'll make a feaſt right gudie, 
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I fear it'll be but a ſober feaſt, | \ 
My auld fon RECKLE MAAHU DIE. 


S ON. 


T believe you'd hae me hae baith ſodden and roaſt, 
But foul fa me if I dudie. 


MITEE X. 


a 4+ 


O wha'll you hae at your wadden, 
My auld ſon RECkLE MAHUDIE? 
SON. 
Wha but MaGG1E an myſell, 
It'll make a wadden right gudie. 
M IT n ER. 
J fear it'll be but a ſober wadden, 
My auld ſon RECKLE MARU DIE. 
S ON. 4 


F believe you'd hae me hae an hoſt of folk, 
But foul fa“ me gin I dudie. 


— —— — 


HE prettieſt laird in a' the weſt, * 2 4 
And that was BONNY MOON; 
And TEUXSTON was courageous, A 
Cry'd for a wanton quean: | 


And Bos Ac he was tender, | 8 
And might nae byde nae wear z 
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And yet he came courageouſly, 
Without or dread or fear. 
O BoysSAC gin ye die, 
O Bos Ac gin ye die, 
O I'fe put on your winding ſheet, 
Fine Hollan it ſhall be, 
I'd rather hae Red-Caſtle 
And a red roſe in his hand, 
Before I'd hae ye, Boysac, 
Wi' thretty ploughs of land, 
| O BoyYsAC, gin ye die, 
O BorYsSaCc;, gin ye die, 
O I'ſe put on your winding ſheet, 
Fine Hollan it ſhall be. 


„ 


ND there ſhe's leamd her back to a thorn, 
Oh, and alas-a-day ! Oh, and alas-a-day ! 
And there ſhe has her baby born, - 
Ten thouſand times good night, and be wi? thee, 


She has houked a grave ayont the fun, 
Oh, and alas-a-day ! Oh, and alas-a-day ! 

And there ſhe has buried the ſweet babe in, 
Ten thouſand times good night, and be wi” thee. 


And ſhe's gane back to her fathers ha?, 
Oh, and alas-a-day ! Oh, and alas-a-day ! 
She's counted the leeleſt maid o' them a', 
Ten thouſand times good night and be wi“ thee, 


\ 
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O look not ſae ſweet, my bonny babe, 


Oh, and alas-a-day! Oh, and alas-a-day! 


Gin ze ſmyle ſae ze*ll ſinyte me dead; 


Ten thouſand times good night and be wi' thee, 
# * * „ ** *% % „„ # 


Tune, Peaſe Strac. 


T H E country ſwain that haunts the plain, 


Driving the lightſome plow; 
At night though tired, with love all ſired 
He views the laſlie's brow. 
Whan morning comes, inſtead of drums, 
The flails flap merrilie; 
To raiſe the maids out o' their beds, 
To ſhake the peaſe-ſtrae. 


Fair JENNY raiſe, pat on her claiſe, 
Syne tuned her voice to fing; 
She ſang ſae ſweet, wi' notes compleat, 

Gard a' the echoes ring; 
And a' the males lay by their flails, 
And dance moſt merrily ; 
And bleſs the hour that ſhe had power 
To ſhake the peaſe- ſtrae. 


The muſing ſwain diſturb'd in brain, 
Faſt to her arms he flew, 

And ſtrave a while, then wi' a ſmile, 
Sweet JENNY red in hue, 


U 
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She ſaid right aft, I think ye're daft, 
That tempts a laſſie ſae; 

Ye'll do me wrang, pray let me gang, 
And ſhake the peaſe- ſtrae. 


My heart, ſaid he, ſair wounded be, 
For thee, my JENNy fair; 

Without a jeſt, I get nae reſt, 

My bed it proves a ſnare. 

Thy image fine, preſents me ſyne, 
And takes a' reſt me frae; 

And while I dream, in your eſteem 
You reckon me your fae. 


Which is a ſign ye will be mine, 
Dear JENNY ſay nae na; 
But ſoon comply, or elſe I die, 
Sae tell me but a flaw, 
If you can love, for none above 
Thee I can fancy ſae, 
I would be bleſt if I but wiſt, 
That you would ſhake my ſtrae. 


Then JIS RNV ſmil'd, ſaid, Yowre beguild, 
I canna fancy thee ; 
My minny bauld, ſhe would me ſcauld, 
Sae dinna die for me. 
But yet I own I am near grown, 
A woman; ſince its ſae, 
I'll marry thee, ſyne you'll get me 
To ſhake your peaſe-ſtrae, 
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Seme general rules, ſewing wherein many Southern 
and Northern war dr are. originally the ſame, ha- 
ing only a letter changed for another, of ſametimes 


one taken -away or added, 


I, In many words ending with 
an | aiter an a or u, the lis 
rarely ſounded. 


Scots. Engliſh, 
S300 LL 

As A Ball. 

Ca, Call. 

Fa, Fall. 

Ga, Gall. 

Ha, Hall. 

Sma, Small. 

Sta. Stall. 

Wa, Wall. 

Fou, or Fu, Full. 

Pou, or Pu, Pull 

Woo, or U, Wool. ö 


II. The I changes to a, w, or u, 


after o, or a, and is frequent- — 

ly ſunk before another con- : 

y Br. as, Scots. Engliſh, 

| AUld. Orb. 
Scots. Engliſh Bauld Bold. 
B Awm, B Alm. | Cauld, Cold. 

Bauk, Baulk. Fauld, Fold. ; 
Bouk, Bulk, Hald, or had, Hold. a 
Bow, Boll. Sald, Sold. 

Bowt, Bolt. Tald, Told. 
Caff, Calf, Wad, Would. 
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Scots. 
Cow, 
Faut, 
Fauſe, 
Fowk, 
Fawn, 
Gowd, 
Haff, 
How, 
Howms, 
Maut, 
Pow, 


Ro, 


Scawd, 
Stown, 
Wawk, 


II. An o before 1d, changes to 


1 Gold. 


Engliſh. 
Coll. or Clip, 
Fault. 
Falſe. 

Folk. 
Fallen. 


Half. 
Hoe, or Hollow. 
Holms. 

Malt. 

Poll. 

Roll. 

Scold 

Stoln, 

Walk. 
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IV. The o, oe, ow, is changed 


to a, ae, or ai; as, 


Scots. Engliſh. 
AE, or ane, ONE. 
Acicn, Oaten. 
Aff, fl. 
Aften, Otten. 
Aik, Oak. 
Aith, Oath. 
Ain, or aun, Own. 
Alane, Alone. 
Amaiſt, Almoſt. 
Amang, Among. 
Airs, Oars. 
Aites, Oats. 
Apen, Open. 
Awaner, Owner, 
Bain, Bone. 
Bair, Borc, 
Baith, Both. 
law, Blow. 
Braid, Broad. 
Claith, Cloth. 
Craw, Crow, 
Drap, Drop. 
Fae, Foe. 
Frac, Fro, or from, 
Gae, Go. 
Gaits, Goats. 
Graue, Groan. 
Haly, Holy. 
Hale, Whole. 
Halcſome, Wholeſome. 
Hame, Home. 
Hait, or het, Hot. 
Laith, N Loath. 
I aid, Load. 
Lain, or len, Loan. 
Lang, Long. 
Law, Low. 
Mae, Moe. 
Maiſt, Moſt. 
Mair, More 
Mane, Moan. 
Maw, _ Mow. 
Na, No. 
Nane, None. 


i 
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Some general Rules, &c. 


Scots. 
Naithing, 


95 
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Scots. 

A Nither, 
Bill, 

Bira, 
Brither, 
* 
Fither, 
Hinny, 
Ither, 
Mither, 
Nits, 
Niſe. 
Pit, 
Rin, 
i 8.0, 


Engliſh. 
Nothing. 
Pope. 
Roe. 
Roar. 
Rope. 
Row, 
Soft. 
Soap. * 
gore. 
Song. 
— 
Snow. 
Stroak. 
Stole. 
Stone, 
Soul. 
Toe. 
Token. 
Tongs. 
Top- 
Throng. 
Woe. 
Womb. 
Won. 
Worſe. 
Work. 
World. 
Who. 


V. The o or u is frequently 
changed into i; as, 


Engliſh, 

A Not her. 
Bull. 

Burn 
Brother, 
Foot. 
Fot her. 
Honey, 
Other. 
Mother. 
Nuts. 
Noſe. 
Put. 
Run, 
Sun. 


4 
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BLINS, perhaps. 
Aboon, above. 
Abbey, the precincts of the 
Abbey of Holyroodhouſe 
at Edinburgh, is a ſanc» 


tuary for debitors, ho 


are ſometimes humour- 
ouſly termed, Abbey. 
Lairds. 

Abee, let abee, let alone, 
cdelilt, ceaſe. 

Aefauld, ſincere, without 
enile. 

Afore, before. 

Afterhmd, thereafter. 

Ahint, behind. 

Air, long fince, early. Air 
up, ſoon up in the morn- 


ing. 


Airts, points of the com- 


paſs. 
A'ms, alms. 
Amry, a cup-board. 
Anew, enough. 
Ark, a corn or meal cheſt. 
Arles, earneſt of a bargain. 
Aſe, aſhes. 
Aſteer, ſtirring. 
At ains, or anes, at once, 
at the ſame time. 
Attour, beſides. 
Awſome, frightful, terrible. 
A-will, of itſelf, of its own 
accord. 


Auld-ſarran, ingenious, 


a 


Auſtie, auſtere, harſh. 

Aurglebargin, to contend 
and wrangle. | 

A-wie, a little. 

Ayont, beyond. 


B. 


BAR ANs, a cat. 
Baid, ſtaid, abode. 

Pogrie, traſh, 

Bairns, children. 

Band, bond. 

Bang, is ſometimes an ac- 
tion. of haſte. We ſay, 
he or it came wi' a bang. 
—A bang alſo means a 
great number. Of cuſto- 
mers ſhe had a bang. 

Bangl'd up, ſwelled. 

Bangſter, a bluſtering roar- 
ing perſon, 

Bannocks, a ſort of bread 
thicker than cakes, and 
round. 

Baps, rolls of bread. 

Barken'd, when mire, blood, 
Cc. hardens upon a thing 
like bark. 

Barlikhood, a fit of drunken 
angry paſſion. 

Barrow-trams, the ſtaves of 
a hand-barrow. 

Batts, cholic. 


Bawbee, halfpenny. 
Barley-brie, ale or beer; 


Bauch, ſorry, indifferent, 
X 2 
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Bawſy, bau ſand-fac'd, is a Byre, a byar, a cow. ſtall. 


cow or horſe with a white 
face. 

Bau ty, a dog's name. 
Bedeen, immediately, in 
haſte. ans 

Begoud, began. 

Begrutten, all in tears. 

Beik, to baſk. 

Beild, or beil, a ſhelter. 

Bein, or been, wealthy. 
A been houſe, a warm 
well furniſhed one. 

Beit, or beet, to help, re- 
pair. 

Begunk, a trick, 

Bells, bubbles. 

Belt, a girdle. 

Beltan, the zd of May, or 
Rood-day. 

Ban, curſe. 

Ben, the inner room of a 

honſe. 

Benniſon, bleſſing. 

Benſell, or benſail, force. 

Bend, draught. . 

Bent, the open field; 

Beuk, baked. 

Beurith, fomewhat in the 
mean time. 

Bickering, fighting, running 

quickly; ſchool-boys bat- 
tling with ſtones. 

Bios. build. Bigget, built. 
Biggings, buildings. 

Biggonet, a linen cap or coif. 

Billy, brother. 

Borroſtown, a town or bore 


rough. 


Birks, birch- trees. 

Birle, to drink. Common 
people joining their far. 
things for purchaſing li- 
quor, they call it, bir- 
ling a bawbee. 

Birn, a burnt mark. 

Birns, the ſtalks of burnt 
heath. 

Birr, force, flying ſwiftly 
with a noife, 

Birs'd, bruiſed. 

Bittle, or beetle, a wooden 
mel! for beating hemp, or 
a fuller's club. 

Black-a-vic'd, of a black 
complexion. 

Blae, pale blue, the colour 
of the ſkin when bruiſed. 

Blazind leather, tanned lea- 
ther. 

Blaſtum, beguile. 

Blate, baſhful. 

Blatter, a rattling noiſe. 

Bleech, to blanch or whiten. 


Bleer, to make the eye 
water. | 

Bleez, blaze. 

Blether, fooliſh diſcourſe. 


babler. 
called 


Bletherer, a 
Stammering 18 
blethering. 

Blin, ceaſe. Never blin, 
never have done. 

Blinkan, the flame riſing and 
falling, as of a lamp when 
the oil is exhauſted. 


1 winkling, 
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Blink, a glance ef (he eye, 
a ray ohlight. 

Boak, or boke, vomit. 

Boal, a little preſs or cup- 

board in the wall. 

Ecdin, or bodden, provided 
or furniſhed. 

Bodle, one ſixth of a penny 
Engliſh. 
Bind-harrie, 
roinps. 
Bod word, an ominous meſ- 
ſage. Bod words are now 
uſed to expreſs ill- natured 

meſſages. 

Blob, a drop. 

Boglebo, hobgoblin or ſpec- 
tre. 

Bunny, beautiful. 

Bonywalys, toys, geWgaws. 

Boſs, empty.. 

Bouk, bulk, carcaſe. 

Bow, or boll, a meaſure e- 
qual to a ſack. 

Brankand, gay. 

Bouze, to drink. 

Brocken, a kuid of water- 
gruel of oat-meal, butter, 
and houey. 

Brae, the ſide of a hill, bank 
of a river. 

Braird, the firſt ſprouting of 
corns. 

Brander, a gridiron. 

Brands, calves of the legs. 

Brankan, prancing, a ca- 
pering. +» 

Branks, wherewith the ruf- 
tics bridle their herſes. 


a game at 
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Brattle, noiſe, as of horſe- 
tect. 

Brats, rags. . 

Braw, brave, fine in apparel. 

Breeks, breeches. 


Brecken, fearn. 


Brent-brow, ſmooth high 
forehead. 

Bridal, wedding; 

Brigs, bridges. 

Briſs, to preſs. 

Brock, a badger. 

Broe, broth. 

Erie, ſoup, ſauce- 

Browden, fond, 

Browſter, brewer. 

Browſt, a brewing. 

Bruliment,. a broil. 

Buckled, yuked in marriage: 

Bucky, the large ſea-ſnail.. + 


A term of reproach, when 


we expreſs a croſs- natur- 
ed fellow, by a. thrawa 


bucky. 
Buff, nonſenſe. As, He 
blether'd buff. | 
Bught, the little fold where 
the ews are incloſed at 
milking-time.. | 
Buller, to bubble. The 
motion. of water at a 
ſpring head, or noiſe of1a- 
viſing ide. 
Bumbazed, confuſed. Made 
to ſtare and look like an 
idiot. | 
Bung, completely fuddled, 
as it were to the bung. 
Bunkers, a bench, or ſors 


X 3, 


246 S LO 8 
of long low cleſts that 
ſerve fer ſeats. 

Bumbler, a bungler. 

Burn, a brook. | 

Buſk, to deck, dreſs. 

Buſtine, fuſtin (cloth) 

But, often for without; as, 
But feed or favour. 

Bykes or bikes, neſts ar hives 
of bees. 

Bygane, bypaſt. 

By-word, a proverb. 

Bees, humours, fancies. 

Bun, the poſteriors. 

But and ben, this and the 

| other end of the houſe. 
Blyth, chearful. 

Broach, a brooch or claſp. 

: Balow, huſh: Bas, la le 

Loup; peace, there is the 
wolf. A phraſe to. (till 
children. | 

Bobir, curtſied. 

Belyve, preſently. 

Bid, pray for, deſire. 

Bledoch, butter milk. 

Bowgll, a horn. 

Brand, ſword. 

Bruke, poſſe, enjoy. 

Binge, do obeyſance. 

Bute, advantage. 

Blutter, blunder. 

Brecham, the collar of a 

_ work horſe. 

Bridal-renzi2, a horſe's rein. 

Browny, a kind of ghoſt ox 


famihjar ſpirit. 


R. . 


C 4% 


AD about, put about. 
Cadie, a cadet. 
Cadgie, happy, chcarful. 
Can, gan, began. 
Canker'd, angry, paſſionately 
ſaarling. 
Canna; cannot, 
Cant, to tell merry old tales. 
Cantrips, incantations. 


Canty, chearful and merry. 


Camſtairie, riotous. 

Capernoited, whimſical, ill. 
natur'd, capricious. 

Car, fledge. 

Carnea, care not. 

Carle, a name for an old 
man. 

Carline, an old women. 
Girecarline, a giant's 
wife. 

Cathel, an hot .pot, made 
of ale, ſugar, and eggs. 


. Cauldrife. ſpiritleſs. Want- 


ing chearfulneſs in ad- 
dreſs. 
Cauler, coot or freſh. 
Cawk, chalk. 
Cult up, to upbraid. 
Chaſrs, the chops. 
Chandler, . chandelier, a 
candloſtick. 
Chapping, an ale-meaſure 
or {toup, ſomewhat lefs 
than an Fngliſh quart. 


;- ff 
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Caſtocks, the core and ſtalk 
of cabbages. 

Chiel, a general term, like 
fellow; uled fometimes 
with refpect; as, He's a 

very good chiel; and 
contemptuouſiy, as, That 
chiel. 

Chirm, chirp and ſing like a 
bird. 

Chitter, to ſhiver, to gnaſh 
the teeth. 

Chucky, a hen. 

Clan, tribe, family. 

Clank, a ſherp blow or 
{troke that makes a noite. 

Claſhes, chat. 

Clatter, chatter. 

Claught, took hold. 

Claver, to ſpeak nonſenſe, 

Claw, ſcratch. 

Claiſe, clothes. 

Clead, to cloath. 

Cleeding, cloathing. 

Cleck, hatch. 

Cleek, to catch as with a 
hook. 


Cleugh, a den betwixt two 


rocks. 

Clinty, hard, ſtony. 

Clock, a beetle. 

Clotted, the. fall of any oft 
moiſt thing. 

Cloſs, a court or ſquare ; 
and frequently a * or 
alley. 

Clour, the little lump this 
riſes on the head, occa- 
ſioned by a blow or fall. 
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Clute or cloot, hoof of cows 
or ſheep. 

Cockit, cocked. - 

Cockernony, the gathering 
of a woman's hair when 
it is wrapt or ſnooded up 
with a band or ſnood, * 

Cod, a pillow. : 

Coft, bought. 

Cog, a pretty large Wood 
en diſh the country peo 
ple put their pottage in. 

Cogle, when a thing moves 
backwards and forwards, 
inclining to fall. 

Coodies, a ſmall wooden 

eſlel, uſed by ſome for 
chamber-pots. 

Coof, a ſtupid fellow. 

Coor, to cover. 

Coot, the ankle. 

Cooſer, a ſton'd horſe. 

Cooft, did caſt. Cooſten, 
thrown. 

Corby, a raven. 

Coſie, ſheltered in a conre- 
nient place. 

Counter, the coulter of a 
plow. 

Cotter, a fubtenant. 

Cowp, to fall; alfo a fall. 

Cowp, to change, barter. - 

Cowp, a company of peo- 
ple; as, merry, ſenſeleſs, 
corky cowp: 

Cour, to croutch and creep, 

Couth, frank and kind, 

Crack, to chat. 

Craig, a rock, 
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Cruig, neck. 

Cog, a pail. 

Creel, a baſket. 

Erith, greeze. 

Croil, a crooked dwarf. 

Erdem or cruve, to mur- 
mur or hum over a ſong. 
The lowing of bulls. 

Crouſe, bold. 

Crove, a little hutch or 

lodge. 

Crove, a cottage. 

Crummy, a cow's name. 

Cryn, ſhrink or become leſs 
by. drying, 

Cryned, contracted, ſhrunk. 

Cudeigh, a bribe, preſent. 

Culzie, intice or flatter. 

Cummers. goftips. 

Cun, to taſte, learn, know. 

Cunzie or coonie, coin. 

Curn, a ſmall parcel. 

Curſche, a kerchief. A 
linen dreſs, wore by our 
Highland women. 

Cutled, uſed kind and gain» 
ing methods for obtaining 
love and friendſhip. 

Cutts, lots. Theſe are 
uſually made ef ſtraws 

unequally cut. . 

Cutty, ſhort, 


D . 


DAB. a proficient: _ 
Dad, to beat one thing 


againſt another. He fell 
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wi” a dad. He dadded 
his head againſt the wall, 
' 

Dad, a large piece. 

Daddy, father. 

Daft, feoliſh, and ſome- 
times. wanton. 

Daffin, folly, waggery. 

Dail or dale, a valley, a 
plain, a ſliare. 

Dainty, is uſed as an epi- 
thet of a fine man or 
woman. 

Dander, wander to and fro, 
or ſaunter. 

Dang, did ding, beat, thruſt, 
drive. Ding dang, mo- 
ving haſtily one on the 
back of another. 

Danton, affriglit. 

Darn, to hide. 

Darna, dare not. 


, Daſh, to put out of coun- 


tenance. 

Dawty, a fondling, darling, 
To dawt, to. cocker, 
and careſs with teuder- 
neſs. 

Deary, little dear, a term 
of endearment, 

Deave, to ſtun the ears with 
noiſe. 

Dees, dairy maids. 

Deray, merriment, jollity 
ſolemnity, tumult, diſor- 
der, noiſe 

Dern, ſecret, hidden, lonely, 

Deval, to — fall hur- 
, deſiſt. WT 
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Dight, checked, made rea- 
dy ; alſo to clean. 

Dike; a wall. 

Din, noiſe. 

Duma, do not. 

Dings, excells. | 

Dirgie, a funeral feſtival. 

Dic'd, weaved in figures like 
dice. 

Dirle, a ſinarting pain quick- 
ly over. 

Disjoin, breakfaſt. 

Dit, to ſtop or cloſe up a 
hole. 

Divet, broad turf. 

Docken, a dock (the herb}. 

Doilt, confuſed and filly. 

Doited, dozed or Crazy, as 

in old age. 

Doggie, a little dog. 

Dole, a large piece, dole 
or ſhare. 

Donk, moiſt. 

Donſie, affectedly neat. 
Clean, when applied to 
any little perſon. 

Doofart, a dull heavy-head- 
ed fellow. 

Dool, pain, grief. 

Dorts, a proud pet. 

Dorty, proud, not to be 
ſpoke to, conceited, ap- 
pearing as diſobliged. 

Doſen'd, cold, impotent. 

Donght, could, avail'd. 

Doughty, ſtrong, valiant, 
and able. 

Douks, dives under water. 


Douſe, ſalid, grave, prudent. 
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Dow, to will, to incline, to 
thrive. 

Dow, dove. 

Dow'd (liquor) that's dead, 
or has loſt the ſpirits; or 
withered (plant). | 

Dowſf, mournful, wanting 
vivacity. 

Dowie, melancholy, ſad, 
doleful. 

Downa, dow not; 7. e. the? 
one has the power, he 
wants the heart to it. 

Dawp, the arſe, the ſmall 
remains of a candle, the 
bottom of an egg-ſhell. 
Better haff egg as toom 
dowp. 

Drammock and crowdie, 
meal kneaded with wa- 

Draff, brewers grains. 


»Draggled, draiket ; dirtied, 


beſpattered. 
Drant, to ſpeak flow, after 
a ſighing manner. .» 
Dree, to ſuffer, endure, 
Dreery, weariſome, en- 
ful. | 
Dreigh, Shao: keeping at 2 
diſtance. Hence an ill 
payer of his debts, we 
call, dreigh. Tedious. 


Dribs, drops. 


Drie, ſuffer. 
Drizel, a little water in a 


rivulet, ſcarce appearing 
to run. 


Droning, ſitting lazily, or 
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gled. 


Dubs, mire. 

Duds, duddies, rags, tatter- 
ed garments. 

Dulſe, ſea-weed. 

Dung, defeat. 

Dunt, ſtroke or blow. 

Dunty, a doxy. 

Durk, a poignard or dagger. 

Dynles, trembles, ſhakes. 

Dyver, a bankrupt. 


Elf-ſhot, 


068 


| moving heavily. Speak- 
ing with gro 

Drouked, drenched, all wet. 

Drowket, drenched, drag- 


EA s, incites. ſtirs up. 
Eam, uncle. 
Eard, earth, the ground. 
Earn, yern. * 
Edge (of a hill) is the ſide 
or top. 
Ee- brie, eye-brow. 
Een, eyes. 
Eild, age. 
Fildeens, of the ſame age. 
Eiſtlin, eaſtern. 
Eith, eaſy. Eithar, eaſier. 
Elbuck, elbow. 
bewitched, ſhot 
by fairies. 
Elſon, a ſhoemaker's awl. 
Elritch, wild, hideous, un- 
inhabited, except by ima- 
ginary ghoſts. 
Elwand, the meaſure of an 
ell, or yard. 


* 


Endlang, along. 

Erd, earth. 

Ergh, ſcrupulous, when one 
makes faint attempts te 
do a thing, without a 
ſteady reſolution. 

Erſt, time paſt. 

Eſtler, hewn ſtone. Build- 
ings of ſuch we call, eſt- 
ler work. | 

Ether, an adder. 

Ethercap, a waſp. 

Ettle, to aim, deſign. 

Even'd, compar'd. 

Eydent, diligent, laborious, 


F 


A, a trap, ſuchras is uſed 
for catching rats or mice. 
Fae, a foe, an enemy. 
Fadge, a ſpungy ſort of 
bread, in ſhape of a roll: 
Fag, to tire, or turn weary. 
Fail, thick turf, ſuch as are 
nſed for building dykes 
for folds, incloſures, Cc. 
Fain, expreſſes earneſt de- 
fire ; as, Fain would J. 


Allo, joyful, tickled with 


pleaſure. 
Fait, neat, in good order. 
Fairfaw, when we wiſh well 
to one, that a good or 
fair fate may befal him. 
Fang, the talons of a fowl. 
To fang, to grip, or hold 
faſt | 


Farles, cakes. 
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Faſh, vex or trouble. Fa- 
ſhious, troubleſome. 

Faugh, a colour between 
white and red. Faugh 
riggs, fallow ground. 

Fauld, fence, incloſure. 

Jeck, a part, quantity; as, 
Maiſt feck, the greateſt 
number ; nae feck, very 
few. 

Feckleſs, feeble, _ and 
weak. 

Feed or fead, feud, hatred, 
quarrel. 

Feint, the feint a bit, the 
never a bit. 

Feinzie, feign. 

Fen, ſhift. Fending, living 
by induſtry. Make a fen, 
fall upon methods. 

Ferlie, wonder. 

Ferazier, the laſt or fore- 
run year. 

File, to defile or dirty. 

Fire-fang'd, burnt. 

Fireflaught, a flaſh of light- 


ning. 
Fiſtle, to ſtir. A ſtir. 
Fitſted, the print of the foot. 
Fizzing, whizzing, 
Flae-lugged, q. d. he has 
a flea in his ear. 
Flaffing, moving up and 
down, railing wind by 
motion, as birds with 


their wings. 
Flags, flaſbes, as of wind 
and fire. | 
Flane, an arrow, 


S A Rt T. 


Flang, flung. 

Flaughter, to pare turf from 
the ground. 

Flaw, lie or fib. 

Fleetch, to cox or flatter. 

Fleg, fright. 

Flewet, a ſmart blow. 

Fley or flie, to affright, 

Fleyt, afraid or terrified. 

Flighteren, fluttering. 

Flinders, ſplinters. 

Flit, to remove. 

Flite or flyte, to ſcold, 
chide. Flet, did ſcold. 

Flowks, ſoal-fiſh. 

Fluſhes, floods. 

Fog, mos. 

Foordays, the morning far 
advanced, fair day-light. 

Forby, beſides. 

Forebears, forefathers, an- 
ceſtors. 

Forfairn, abuſed, beſpatter- 
ed. 

Forfaughten, weary, faint, 
and out of breath with 
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fighting. 
Forgainſt, oppoſite to. 
Forgether, to meet, en- 
counter. 
Forleet, to forſake or for- 
get. 


Foreſtam, the forehead. 

Fouth, abundance, plenty. 

Fow, full, drunk. 

Fozy, ſpungy, ſoft. 

Frais, to make a noiſe. We 
uſe to ſay, One makes a 


frais, when they boaſt, 
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wonder, and talk more 
of a matter than it is 

worthy of, or will bear. 
Fray, buſtle, fighting. 


Freik, a fool, light, imper- 


tinent fellow. 

Fremit, ſtrange, not- a- kin. 

Friſted; truſted. 

Fruſh, brittle, like bread ba- 
ken with butter. 

Fudgel, plump. 

Fudder, 128 lb. put for any 
large quantity. 

Fuff, to blow. Fuffin, blow- 

Furder, profper. 

Furlot, a meaſure, being the 
4th of a boll. 

Furthy, forward. 

Fuſh, brought. 

Furlet, four pecks. | 

Fute braid ſawing, corn to 

- , Tow a foot-breadth. 

Fyk, to be reſtleſs, uneaſy. 
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G AB, the mouth. To 
prat. Gab ſae gaſh. 

Gabbing, pratting pertly. To 
give ſaucy returns when 
reprimanded. 

Gabbocks, large mouthfuls. 

Gabby, one of a ready and 
eaſy expreſſion; the ſame 
with Auld-gabbet. * 

 Gaberlunzie, a beggar's wal- 

let. 

Gaed, went. 
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Gafaw, a hearty loud laugh. 
ter. To gawf, laugh. 

Gait, a goat. 

Gams, gums. 

Gang, go. 

Gar, to cauſe, make, or 
force. 

Gare, greedy, rapacious, ear- 
neſt to have a thing. 

Gafſh, ſolid, ſagacious. One 
with a long out-chin, we 
call, Gaſh-gabbet, Gaſh- 
beard.' - 

Gate, way. 

Gaunt, yawn. 

Gawky, idle, ſtaring, idioti- 
cal perſon. 

Gawn, going. 

Gaws, galls. 

Gawſy, jolly, buxom. 

Gear, wealth, goods. 

Geck, to mock, to loath. 

Geed or gade, went. 

Genty, handſome, genteel, 

Gerſons, fines paid by te- 
nants. 

Get or brat, a child, by 
way of contempt or deri- 
ſion. 

Ghaiſt, ghoſt. 

Gif, if. 

Giglet, giMirrt. 

Gillygacus or gillygapus, a 
{taring, gaping fool; 8 
gormandizer. 

Gilpy. a roguiſh boy. 

Gimmer, Weng ſneep( ew). 

Gin, if. 

Gird, to ſtrike, pierce. 
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Girdle, an iren-plate for 
toaſting oat-bread. 

Girn, to grin, ſnarl; alſo a 
ſnare or trap, ſuch as boys 
make of horſe-hair to 
catch birds. 

Girth. a hoop. 

Glaiks, an idle good-for- 
nothing fellow. Glaiked, 
fooliſh, wanton, Iight. To 
give the glaiks, to beguile 
one, by giving him his 
labour for his pains. 

Glaifter, to bawl or bark. 

Glamour, faſcination. When 
devils, wizards, or jug- 
glers deceive the ſight, 
they are ſaid, to caſt gla- 
mour over the eyes of the 
ſpectator. 

Glar, mire, oozy matter. 

Gled, kite. 

Glee, to ſquint. 

Glee, mirth. 

Gleg, ſharp. quick, active. 


Glen, a narrow valley be- 


tween mountains. 
Glengore, the foul diſ- 
eaſe. 
Glib, ſmooth, ſliding. 
Gloom, to ſcoul or frown. 
Glowming, the twilight, or 
evening- gloom 
Glowr, to ſtare, look ſtern. 
Glunſh, to hang the brow, 
and grumble. 
Goolie, a large knife. 
Gooſhet, the clock of a 
ſtocking. 
VOI. II. 
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Gorlings or gorblings, young 
unfledged birds. 

Goſſie, goſſip. 

Gove, to look broad and 
ſtedfaſt, holding up the 
face 

Gowans, daiſies. 

Gowden, golden. 

Gowf, beſides the known 
game, a racket or found 
blow on the chops, we 
call a Gowf on the hat- 
fet. 

Grape, a ſtable-rake. 

Gntcher, .grandfather. - 

Gouk, the cuckow. In de- 
rition, we call a thou: te 
leſs fellow, and one who 
harps too long on one ſub- 
jet, a gowk. 

Gowl, a howling, to bellow 
and cry. 

Gouſty, ghaſtly, large, waſte, 
deſolate, and frightful. 
Grany, grandmother, any 

old woman. 

Grane, to groan. 

Grape, a trident fork ; alſo 
to grope. 

Gravy, ſauce. 

Gree, prize, victory. 

Green, to long for. 

Greet, toweep. Grat, wept, 


'Grieve, an overſeer. 


Grip, to hold faſt. 

Groff, groſs, coarſe. 

Grotts, milPd oats. 

Grouf, to lie flat on the 
belly, 
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"Grounche or glunſhe, to 
grudge. 
Grutten, wept. 
Grit, great. 
Gryſe, a pig. 
Gumption, good ſenſe. 
Gurly, rough, bitter, cold 
(weather.) 
Grunzie, ſnout. 
Geſened, when the wood of 
_ any veſſel is ſhrunk with 
dryneſs. 
Gytlings, young children, 
Guſty, ſavoury. 
Graith all kinds of inſtru- 
ments. 


H 


Het, the cheek, ſide of 
the head. 

Hawick gill. A gill is a 
meaſure for ſpirits, con- 
taining half a pint. A 

. Hawick pill is a double 
gill, ſo named from the 
town of Hawick. 

Hoſe, ftockings. 

Halucket, crazy. 

Haddock, a ſmall fiſh. 

Hinny, honey. 

Hald, dwelling, tenement. 

Hodling, hobling. 

Haſs-bane, breaſt-bone. 

Haf- marc bridal - band, 
clandeftine marriage. 

Hap, covering. 

Heartſome, gladſome, plea- 
Laut. i 
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Hawſlock, wool next the 
windpipe. 

Haith, in faith. 

Heh ! hah! 

Hefts, lodges. 

Hawkies, cows. 

Halflin, partly. 

Hool, the ſhell. 
Hodden-gray, a coarſe gray 
cloth. | 

Hap, cover. 

Herried, plundered. 

Hubbilſchow, coufuſion, up- 
—_—_ 

Hide, kin. 

Heck, a rack. 

Hog, a ſheep of two years 

old. 

Hoble ſhoon, clouted ſhoes, 

Hagabag, coarſe table linen. 

Haggiſe, a kind of pudding 
made of the lungs and li- 
ver of a ſheep, and boiled 
in the ſtomack bag. 


Hags, hacks, peat-pits, or 


breaks in moſſy ground, 
Hain, to ſave, manage 

narrowly. 
Haleſome, wholeſome. 
Hale, whole. 
Halanſhakers, ragamuffins. 
Hameld, domeſtic, 
Hamely, friendly, frank, 


open, kind. 

Hanty, convenient, hand- 
ſome. 

Harle, drag. 

Harns, brains, Harn-pan, 
the ſcull, 


H. 
H 
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Harſiup, ruin. 

Hauſe, to embrace. 

Haſh, a ſloven. 

Haveren or havrel, id. 

Haughs, valleys, or low 

grounds on the ſides of 
— 

Heal or heel, 

Vbole. 

Heeryeſtreen, the night be- 
fore yeſternight. 

Heez, to lift up a heavy 
thing a little. A heezy 
is a good lift. 

Heft, handle. 

Heftit, accuſtomed to live 
in a place. 

Heght, promiſed; alſo nam- 
ed. 

Hempy, a tricky wag, ſuch 


health, or 


for whomthe hemp grows. 


Hereit, ruined in eſtate, 
broke, ſpoiled. 

Heſp, a claſp or hook, bar, 
or bolt; alſo, in yarn, a 
certain number of threads. 

Hether-bells, the heath - 
bloſſom. 

Hengh, a rock or ſteep hill; 
alſo, a coal-pit. 

Hiddils or hidlings, lurking, 


hiding places To do a 
thing in hidlings, 1 
privately. 


Hirple, to move ſlowly and 
lamely. 

Hirfle, or hirdſale, a flock 

. of cattle. 

Ho, a ſingle ſtocking. 
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Hobbleſhew, a confuſed 
rout, noiſe. 

Hool, huſk. Hool'd, in- 
loſed. . 

Hooly, flow. 


Holt or whoſt, to cough, 


How or hu, a cap or roof- 


tree. 
How, low ground, a hol» 
low. 
How! ho! 
H ov dered, hidden, 
Howdy, midwite, 


How xk, to dig. 


Howms, plains, er river- 
ies. 

Howt! fy ! 

Howtowdy, a young hen. 

Hurkie, to crouch, or bow 
together like a cat, 

bhedge-hog, or hare. 

Hurl-barrow, a wheel-bar- 
row. 

Hut, a hovel. 

Hyt, mad. 


4 


TACK, jacket. 


Jog, to prick as with S 
pin. 

Jaw, a wave or guih of 
water. 

Iceſhogles, icicles. 

Jee, to incline to one ſide. 
To jee back and fore, is 
to move like a balance 
up and down, to this aud 
the other ſide. 8 


| 
| 
[ 
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Jig, to crack, make a noiſe 
like a cart- wheel, 

mp, flender, 

Jip, gypſie. 

Iik, each. IIka, every. 

In-kneed, crook-kneed, 

Jow, the toll of a bell. 

Ingan, onion. 

Ingle, fire. 

Jo, ſweetheart. 

Jowk, a low bow. 


Irie, fearful, terrified; as if 


afraid of fome ghoſt or 
?ppurition. Alſo, melan- 
choly. | 

I'ſe, I ſhall. 

I'U. I will. 

Ifles, embers, 

Junt. a large joint or piece 
of meat. 

Jute, ſour or dead liquor. 

Jape, to - mock. Gibe, 
taunt. 

Il-far'd, ugly. 

Jack, a piece of armour. 


K 
K ue or Kail, colewort, 


and ſometimes broth. 
K acky, to dung. 


Kain, a part of a farm- rent 


paid in fowls. . 
Kame, conth. 
Konny or conny. fortunate ; 
allo wary, one who ma- 
neges his afl airs diſcreet- 


h. 


Kebbrck, a cheeſe. 


Keckle, to laugh, to be noiſy. 
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Kedgy, jovial. 

Keel, red chalk. 

Keek, to peep: 

Kelt, cloth with a freeze, 
commoaly made of na- 
tive black wool, 

Kemp, to ſtrive who ſhall 
perform moſt of the ſame 
work in the ſame time. 

Ken, to know; uſed in 
England as a noun. A 
thing within ken, i. e. 
within view. 

Kent, a long ſtaff, ſuch as 
ſhepherds uſe for leaping 
over ditches, 

Kepp, to catch a thing that 
moves towards one. 

Kith, and kin, kindred. 

Kieſt, did caſt. Vid. Cooſt. 

Kilted, tuck'd up. 

Kimmer, a female goſſip. 

Kirn, a churn, to churn. 

Kiſt, cheſt. : 

Kirtle, an upper petticoat. 

Kitchen, all ſorts of eatables 
except bread. 

Rit, a wooden veſſel, hoop- 
ed and ſtaved. 

Eittle, difficult, myſterious, 
obſcure { writings. ) | 

Kittle, to tickle, tickliſh. 

Knacky, witty and facetious. 

Knoit, to beat or ſtrike 
ſharply. 

K noos'd, buſfeted and bruiſ- 
ed. 

Knooſt or knuiſt, a large 
lump. 

Know, a hillock. 


„ had Wha — 
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Kanockit, beat, bruiſed. 

Kuublock, a knob. 

Knuckles, only uſed in 
Scotch for the joints of 
the fiagers next the back 
of the hand. 

Kow, goblin, or any perſon 
oue ſtands in awe to difo- 
blige, aud fears. 

Ky. kine or cows. 

Kyth. to appear. He'll kyth 
in his ain colours. 

k yte, the belly. 

Kurches, a covering for the 
neck. 


L 


Aggert, beſpattered, co- 
vered with clay. 

Laigh, low. 

Laith, loath, ſorry. 

Lane, my lane, by myſelf. 

Late-wake, a ſort of feſti- 
val at watching a corpfe. 

Laird, agentleman of eſtate. 

Lack, want. ' | 

Lak. or lack, undervalue, 
contemn; as, He that laks 
my mare, would buy my 
mare. 

Landart, the country, or 
belonging to it. | Ruſtic, 

Lane, alone. 

Langour, languiſhing, me- 
lancholy. To hold one 
out of langour, i. e. to 
divert him. 7 
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Langſome, tireſome, te- 
dious. 


Langkale, coleworts uncut. 

Lap, leaped. 

Lapper'd, curdled or clot- 
ted. | 

Lare, a place for laying, or 
that has been lain in. 

Lare, bog, 

Lair, learning. 

Lave, the reſt or remain- 
der. 

Lawin, a tavern reckon- 
ing. 

Lawland, low country. 

Lavrock, tlie lark. 

Lawty or lawtith, juſtice, fi- 
delity, honelty, .. 

Leal, true, upright, honeſt, 
faithful to truſt, loyal. 
A leal heart never led. 

Leam, flame. 

Lear, learning, to learn. 
Lee, untilled ground; alſo, 
an open grafly plain. 
Leglen, a milking-pail with 

oae lug or haadle. 

Leman, a lover. 

Lemmane; a miſtreſs. 

Leugh, laughed. : 

Lew-warm, lukewarm. 

Libbit, geliled, 

Lick, to whip or beat; item 
a wag or cheat, we call 
a great lick. 

Lied, ye lied, ye tell a lies 

Lift, the ſky or firmamenz. 

Liggs, lyes.. 
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Lilts, the holes of a wind 


taſtrament of muſick; 

hence, Lilt up a ſpring. 
Lilt it out, take off your 
drink merrily. 

Limmer, a whore. 

Limp, to halt. 

Lin,'a cataraQ. 

Ling, quick career in a 
ſtraight line, to gallop. 
Lingle, cord, ſhoemakers. 

threed. 
Linkan, walking ſpeedily. 
Lintwhites, linnets. 
Lint-tap, lint on the diſtaff, 
Lang-ſyne, long, ago. 
Ler, hinderance. 
Lire. breaſts; item, the 
© moſt muſcular parts 
_ ſometimes the air or 
complechon of the face. 


Lig, a wrinkle or fold. 
10 the flank, 
Liths a joint. 

Loan, a little common near- 
to country villages, where 
they milk their cows. 

Loch, a lake. 

Loo, to love, or le. 

Loof, ths hollow of the 

Looms, tools, inſtruments. 
in general, veſſels. 

Loot, did tet 

Low, flame. 

Lowan, fl:w.ing. 

Lown, calm. Keep lown, 

be ferret. * | 


. 
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Loun, rogue, whore, villain. 

Lounder, a ſound blow. 

Lout, to bow down, mak- 
ing courteſy. To ſtoop. 


Luck, toincloſe, ſuut up, fait. 


en. Hence Lucken- hand- 
ed, cloſe- fiſted; Lucken 
Gowns, Booths, & c. 


Lucky. grandmother or 
goady. _ 

Lng, ear. Handle of a pot 
or veſſel. 

Luggie, a diſh of wood with 
a handle. 


| Lum, the chimney. 


Eure, rather. 
Lurdan, lazy ſot. 
Lyart, hoary, or grey-hair'd. 


M 


Miu. or make, match, 
equal. 
Maiklefs, matchleſs. 
Mailen, a farm. 
Makly, ſeemly, well-pro- 
portioned. 
Makſha, it is no matter. 


_ Malifon,a curſe, maledictien. 
Mangit, gall'd or bruiſed by | 


toil or ſtripes. 
Manfworn, perfured, «< 
Mantile, a lady's mantle or 
cloak. | 
Mank, a want. 
March or merch, a Jand- 
mark, border of lands.. 
Mavis, thruſhy 4 
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Marrow, mate, lover. 

Muck, dung. 

Meikle, much, great. 

Mon, mouth. 

Monſineg, a very large an- 
cient piece of ordnance, 
ſo called, which was late - 
ly tranſported from the 
caſtle of Edinburgh to the 
tower of London. It was 
of an enormous bore; 
and if we rightly remem- 
ber was formed of pie- 
ces of iron, fitted together 
length-ways, and hooped 
with iron rings; this be- 
ing the plan of all the 
firſt pieces of artillery, 
which fucceeding the bat- 
tering engines of the an- 
cients, were employed, 
like theſe, in throwing 
ſtones of a prodigious 
weight. 

Meal-kail, ſoup with pot- 
herbs and meal. 

Mill, a ſnuff- box. 

Mawn, mowul. 

Mirtens, worſted gloves.. 

Munandy, monday. 

Mottie, ſpotted, defiled. 

Miſluck, misfortunes. 

Minnin, minnow. 

Maries, waiting-maids. 

Maiſter, pits. 

Marrow, mate, fellow, equal, 
comrade. | 

Maſk, to maſh, in brewing: 
Maſfking-loom, maſlr- vat. 
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Maun, muſt. Mauna, muſt 


not, may not, 

Meikle, much, big, great, 
large. 

Meith, limit, mark, ſign. 

Mends, ſatisfaction, revenge, 
retaliation. To make a. 
mends, to make a grate- 
ful return. 

Menſe, diſcretion, ſobriety, 
good-breeding. min 
mannerly. 

Menzie, company of men. 


army, aflembly, one's 
followers. 
Meſſen, a little dog, lap- 


dog. 
Mell. a mallet. 
Midding, a dunghilt. e 
Midges, gnats, little flies. 
Mim, affectedly modeſt. 
Mint, aim, endeavour. 
Mirk, dark. 
Milk - ſyth, milk-ſtrainer. 
Minny, mother. | 
Miſcaw, to give names. 


 Miſchance, misfortune. 


Milken, to neglect, or not 
take notice of one; ao, 
let alone. 


Miſluſhous, malicious, rough. 

Miſters, neceflities, wants, 

Mony, many. - 

Mools, the earth of the 
grave. 

Mool,, to crumble. To. 
mool in, to partake. 

Moup, to eat, generally uſ- 
ed af children, or of old 


Sy ow 


% 


| 
| 
| 
t 
| 
1 
| 


EEE E- 


people, who. have but 


few teeth, and make: 


their lips move faſt, 
though rhey eat but flow. 

Mow, a pile or bing, as of 

feuel, hay, ſheaves of 
corn, Cc. 

Mows, jeſts. 

Muckle, ſee Meikle. - 

Muryullied miſmanaged, a- 
buſed. 

Mutch, coif. 

Mutchken, an Engliſh pint. 


N 


N Acky or knacky, cleyer, 


active in ſmall affairs. 

Naſay, denial. 

Neeſe, noſe. 

Nettle, to fret or vex. 

Newfangle, fond of a new 
thing. 

New-mawn, new-mow'd. 

Nevel, a ſound blow with 

| the Hist. 

Nick, to bite or cheat. 
Nicked, cheated : alſo, 
as a cant word to drink 
* as, He uicks 
ne. 


Nieſt, next. 

Nifer, to exchange or bar- 
tex. 

Niftnafan, trifling. 


Nignays, trifles. 


Nips, bits. 6 
Nither, to ſtraiten. Ni- 
thered, hungered, or 
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half-ſtarved in main- 
tenance. 

Nive, the fiſt. 

Nivefow, a handful. 

Nock, notch or nick of an 
arrow or ſpindle. 

Noit, fee Knoit. 

Nook, corner. 

Nor, than. 

Nowt, cows, kine. 

Nowther, neither. 

Nuckle, new calv'd { cows). 

0 

F, a grandchild. 

O'er or ower, too much; 
as, A” vers is vice, All 
excel; is vicious. 

O'ercome, ſuperplus. 

O'erput, to overcome. 

Ony, any. 

Or, ſometimes uſed for ere, 
or before. Or day, 7. e. 
before day- break. 

Ora, any thing over What's 
needful. 

Orp, to weep with a con- 
vulſive pant. 

Oughtlens, in the leaſt. 

Owk, week. 

Ourlay, a cravat, 

Owſen, oxen. 

Owther, either. 

Oxter, the arm-pit. 


P 


PAC E, eaſter. 
Paddock, a frogs 
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Paddock-ride, the ſpawn of 
frogs. 

Padeil, a ſhovel. 

Paiks, chaſtiſement. To 
Paik, to beat or belabour 
one ſoundly. 

Pang, to ſqueeze, preſs, or 
pack one thing into an- 

other. 

Pap, breaſt. Take the pap, 
take the breaſt. 

Partans, crab-fiſh. , 

Paughty, proud, haughty. 

Paunches, tripe. 

Pawky, witty, or fly in 

Word or action. without 
any harm or bad deſigns. 

Pearlings, lace of threed. 

Peck, the 16th of a boll. 

Peer, a key or wharf. 

Peets, turf for hre. 

Pegh, to pant. 

Penſand, thinking. 

Penſy, ſinical, foppiſh, con- 
ceited. 

Perfyte, perfect. 

Perquire, by heart. 

Pett, a favourite, a fond- 
ling. To pettle, to dan- 
dle, feed, cheriſh, flatter. 
Hence, to take the pett, 
is to be peeviſh or ſullen, 
as commonly petts are 
when in the leaſt diſobli- 
ged. 

Pettled, fondled 

Pibroughs, ſuch 


ampered. 
Highland 


tunes as are played on 


bag- pipes 


before them 
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when they go out to 
battle. 

Pig, an earthen pitcher. 

Pike, to pick out, or chuſe. 

Pillar, the ſtool of repent- 
ance. 

Pimpth, pimping, mean, ſcur- 
vy. 

Pine, pain or pining. 

Pingle, to contend, ſtrive, 
or work hard. 

Pirn, the ſpool or quill 
within the ſhuttle, which 
receives the yarn. Pirny 
(cloth) or a web of une- 
qual threads or colours, 
{tripped. 

Pith, itrength, might, force. 

Plack, two bodles, or the 
third of a penny Engliſh. 

Plaid, ſtripped, woolen co- 
vering. 

Pleen, complain. ) 

Pleugh, plow. 

Plucky-faced, pimpled. 

Poortith, poverty. 

Pople or paple, the bub- 
bling, purling, ar boiling 
up of water. 

Porridge, pottage. 

Ponch, a pocket. 

Pow, ſkull. | 

Powny, a little horſe. or 
galloway; alſo, a turky. 

Powſowdie, ram-head ſoup. 

Pratick, practice, art, ſtra- 
tagem. Priving pratick, 
trying ridiculous experi- 
ments. | 


22 6 L O s 


Prets, tricks, rogueries. We 
ſay, He plaid me a pret, 
1. e. cheated. The cal - 
lan's fou o' prets, 7. e. 

has abundance of waggiſh 
tricks. 

Prig, to cheapen, or impor- 
tune for a lower price of 

goods one is buying. 

Prin, a pin. 

Prive, prie, to prove or 
taſte 


Propine, gift or preſent. 
Pryme or prime, to fill or 
ſtuff. 


Pure a ſtane, throw a big 
one. 


Q 
Js quit. 


& a young cow. 
„ kaife, 


R 
NR Acket, blow, box on the 
ear 


Rackleſs, careleſs; one who 

does things without re- 
garding whether they be 

good or bad, we call him 
Rackleſs handed. 

Rae, a roe. 

2 1 merry, roving, hear- 
t 

Raird, a loud ſound. 

Rair, roar. 


Rak or reok, 1 
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Rampage, to ſpeak and act 
furiouſly. 


Ranting, rouſing, jolly, 


Rape, rope. 

Raſhes, ruſhes. 

Ratch, hound. 

Rave, did rive or tear, 
Raught, reached. 


Rax, to ſtretch. Rax'd, 


reached. 
Ream, cream. Whence 


reaming ; as, reaming li- 


quor. 

Red up, dreſs adjuſted. 

Red- wood, mad, furious. 

Redd, to rid, unravel. To 
ſeparate folks that are 
fighting. It alſo ſignifies 
clearing of any paſlage, 
I'm redd, I'm apprehen- 
five; 


5 Rede, counſel, advice; as, 


I wad na rede ye do that, 
Reek, reach; alſo, ſmoke. 
Reeſt, to ruſt, or dry in the 

ſmoke 
Reft, bereft, robbed, fur - 

ced or carried away. 
Reif, rapine, robbery. - 
Reik or rink, a courſe or 


race. 

Reveled, entangled. 

Rever, a robber or pirate. 

Rew, to repent. 

Rewth, pity. 

Rice orriſe, bulruſhes, bram- 
ble-branches, or twigs of 
trees. ; 

Rifarts, raddiſhes. 
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Rife or ryfe, plenty. 

Rift, to belch. 

Rigs, ridges. 

Rigging, the back or rig- 
back, the top or ridge ot 
a houſe. 

Ripples, a weakneſs in the 
back and reins. 

Ripling-kame, a comb ſor 
dreflicg flax. 

Rive, to rend, ſplit, or 
burſt. 

Rock, a diſtaff. 

Rood, the croſs. 

Rooſe or ruſe, to commend, 
extol. 

Roove, to rivet. 

Rottan, a rat. 

Roudes, a term of reproach 
for an old woman. 

Roundel, a wity, and of- 
ten a 0 atyric kind of rhime. 

Rowan, rolling. 

Rowſted, grown ſtiff, or 
ruſty. | 

Rowt, to roar, eſpecially 
the lowing of bulls and 
COWS. 

Rowth, plenty. 

Ruck, a rick or ſtack of 
hay or corns. 

Rude, the red taint of the 
complection- 

Ruefu, doleful. 

Rug, to pull, take away *1 
force. 

Rumple, the rump. 

Rumgs, ſmall 1 of trees, 
lopped off 
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Runkle, a wrinkle. 
Runckle, to ruffle. 


8 


Aeheins, ſeeing it is. Since. 
Saikleſs, guiltleſs, free, 
forſaken, friendleſs. 

Sall, ſhall, Like ſoud for 
ſhould. 

Samen, the-ſame. 

Sand- blind, pur- blind, ſhort- 
ſighted. 

Sappy, moiſt, liquoriſh. 

Sark, a ſhirt. 

Saugh, a willow or ſallow- 
tree. 

Saw, an old ſaying, or pro- 
verbial expreſſion. 

Scad, ſcald. 

Scant, ſcarce, ſmall. Scan- 
ty tocher, ſmall portion. 


Scar, the bare places on the 


ſides of hills waſhed down 
with rain. 

Scart, to ſcratch. 

Scawp, a bare dry piece of 
ſtony ground, 

Scon, a cake of bread. 

Scouling, frowning. 

Scowp, to leap or move ha- 
ſtily from one place to an- 
other. 

Scowth, room, freedom. 

Scrimp, narrow, ſtraitened, 
little. 

Scroggs, cen. — 
briers. 

Scroggy, thorußx. 


= \& LL © $$ AR . 


Scuds, ale: A late name gi- 
ven it by the benders. 

Scunner, to loath. 

Sell, ſelf. 


Serf, vaſſal, ſervant. 


Seuch, furrow, ditch, 
Sey, to try. 

Seybow, a young onion. 
Shaggy, crooked, wry. 
Shan, pitiful, ſilly, poor. 
Shanks, limbs. | 
Shanks-naigie, on foot. 
Sharn, cow's dung. 
Shave, a ſlice. 

Shaw, a wood or foreſt. 
Shawl, ſhallow. 

Shawn, ſhewn. 

Shawps, empty huſks. 
Sheen, ſhining. 

Shield, a ſhed. 


Shill; ſhrill, having a ſharp 


_ ſound. 

Shin, the ancle. 

Shire, clear, thin. We call 
thin cloth, or clear liquor, 
ſhire ; alſo; a clever wag, 
a ſhire lick. 

Shog, to wag, ſhake, or 
- jog backwards and for- 
wards. 

Shool, ſhovel. 

Shoon, ſhoes. 

Shore, to threaten, to cut. 

Shottle, a-drawer. 

Sib, a-kin. 

Sic, ſuch. 

Sicken, ſuch. 

Sicker, firm, ſecure. 


_ Sike, a rill or rivulet, com- 


monly dry in ſummer, 

Siller, ſilver. 

Sindle or ſinle, ſeldom. 

Singit, ſinged. 

Sinſyne, ſince that time. 
Lang ſynſyne, long ago. 

Skaill, to ſcatter. 

Skair, ſhare. 

Skaith, hurt, damage. 

Skeigh, ſkittiſh. 

Skelf, ſhelf. 

Skelp, to run. Uſed when 
one runs barefoot. Alſo, 
a ſmall ſplinter of wood, 
Item, To flog the hips. 

Skiff, to move ſmoothly away. 

Skink, a kind of {ſtrong 
broth, made of cows 
hams or knuckles ; alſo, 
to fill drink in a cup. 

Skip, leap. - 

Skipper, pilot. a 

Skirl, to ſhriek or cry with 
a ſhrill voice. 

Sklate, ſlate. Skailie, is a 
fine blue late. 

Skowrie, ragged, naſty, idle. 

Skreed, a rent. 

Skybauld, a tatterdemalion. 

Skyt, fly out haſtily. 

Slade or laid, did ſlide, mo- 
ved, or made a thing 
move eaſily. 

Slap or flak, a gap or nar- 
row paſs between two 
hills. Slap, a breach 
in a wall. 

Slavering, drivelling or llob· 
bering. 
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Sled, ſtedge. 

Slee, fly. 

Sleek, ſmooth. | 

Sleet, a ſhower of half- 
melted ſnow. 

Slerg, to bedawb or plaiſter. 

Slid, ſmooth, cunning, ſlip- 
pery; as, He's a lid 
lown. Slippy, ſlippery. 

Slippery, ſleepy. 

Slonk, a mire, -ditch, or 
fough; to wade throw a 
mire. 

Slote, a bar or bolt for a 
door. 

Slough, huſk or coat. 

Smaik, a ſilly little pitiful 
fellow; the ſame with 
ſmatchet. 

Smirky, ſmiling. 

Smittle, infectious or catch- 
ing. 

Smoor, to ſmother. 

Snack, nimble, ready, clever. 

Snaw-ba's, jokes, ſarcaſms. 

Sneeſt, an air of diſdain. 

Sned, to cut. 

Sneer, to laugh in derifion. 

Sneg, to cut; as Sneg'd off 
at the web's end. 

Snell, ſharp, ſmarting, bit- 
ter, firm. | 

 Snib, ſaub, check, or re- 
prove, correct. 

Snifter, to ſnuff or breathe 
throngh the noſe a little 
ſtopt 

sach n uſed 


for neat, handſome, tight. 
VOI. II. 
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Snood, the band for tying 


up a woman's hair. 

Snool, to difpirit by chid- 
ing. hard labour, and the 
like; alſo, a pitiful grove- 
ling ſlave. 

Snoove, to whirl round. 

Snotter, ſnot. 

Snout, noſe. 

Snurl, to ruffle, wrinkle. 

Suut, to curl the noſe in 
'diſtlain. 

Sod, a thick turf. 

Sonſy, happy, fortunate, 
lacky.:. ſometimes uſed 
for large and inſty. 

Sore, ſorrel, reddiſh-co- 
loured. 

Sorn, to ſpunge. 

Soſs, the noiſe that a thing 
makes when it falls to tlie 
ground. 

Sough, the ſound of wind 
amongſt trees, or of one 
ſleeping. 

Sowens, flummery, or oat- 
meal ſowr'd amongſt Wa- 
ter for ſome time, then 
boiled to a conſiſtency, 
and eaten with milk or 
butter. 

Sowf, to conn over a tune 
on an inſtrument. 

Sowm, a ſcore of ſheep. 

Spae, to foretel or divine. 
Spaemen, prophets, au- 
gurs. 

Spain, to wean from the 
breaſt, * 
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Spait, a torrent, flood, or 
innundation. 

Spaldings, ſmall fiſh dried 
and ſalted. 

Spang, a jump; to leap or 
jump. 

Spaul, ſhoulder, arm 

Speel, to climb. 

Speer, to aſk, enquire. 

Spelder, to ſplit, ſtretch, 
draw aſunder. 

Spence, the place of the 
houſe where proviſions 
are kept. 

Spice, pride. 

Spill, to ſpoil, abuſe. 

Spindle and whorl, inſtru- 
ments pertaining to a di- 
ſtatf. 

Zpoolie, ſpoil, booty, plun- 
der. 

Spraings, ſtripes of different 
colours. 

Spring, a tune on a muſical 
inſtrument. 

Spruſh, ſpruce. 

SpruttVd, ſpeckled, ſpotted. 

Spung, purſe. 

Spunk, tinder. 

Spurtle, a flat iron for turn- 
ing cakes. 

Staig, a young horſe. 

Stalwart, ſtrong and valiant. 

Stang, did ſting; alſo, a 
- ſting or pole. 

Stank, a pool of ſtanding 
water. | 

 Sow-libber, ſouw-gelder. 
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Stark, ſtrong, robuſt. 

Starns, the ſtars. Starn, 
a ſmall moiety. We 
ſay, Ne'er a ſtarn. 

Stay, ſteep; as, Set, a ſtout 
heart to a ſtay brae. 

Steek, to ſhut. cloſe. 

Stegh, to cram. | 

Stend or ſten, to move with 
a haſty long pace. 

Stent, to ſtretch or extend, 

_ to tax. 

Stick out, juts out. 

Stipend, a benefice. 

Stint, to confine. 

Stirk, a ſteer or bullock. 

Stoit or ſtot, to rebound or 
reflect. 

Stoar, rough, horſe. 

Stool, a ſeat. The ſtool of 
repentance is a conſpicu- 
ous ſeat in the Preſby- 
terian churches, where 

thoſe perſons who have 
been guilty of inconti- 
nence are obliged to ap- 


pear before the congre- 


gation for ſeveral ſucceſ- 
ſive Sundays, and receive 
a public rebuke from the 
miniſter. 

Stou, to cut or crop. A 
ſton, a large cut or piece. 

Stound, a ſmarting pain or 
ſtit n. 

Stoup, a can. 

Soup, a drop, a quantity li- 
quid. 


A 


GLOSSARY. 


Stour, duſt agitated by winds, 
men or horſe feet. To 
ſtour, to run quickly. 

Stowth, ſtealth. 

Strapan, clever, tall, hand- 
ſome. | 
Strath, a plain on a river 

tide. 

Streek, to ſtretch. 

Striddle, to ſtride; applied 
commonly to one that's 
little. 5 

Strinkle, toſprinkle or ſtraw. 

Stroot or ſtrut, ſtuff'd full, 
drunk. 

Etruat, a pet. To take the 
ſtrunt. to be petted or 
ont of humonr. 

Studdy, an anvil, or ſinith's 
ſtithy. 

Sturdy, giddy-headed; iter, 
ſtrong, Y 


Sture or ſtoor, ſtiff, ſtrong, 


hoarſe 

Sturt, trouble, diſturbance, 
vexation 

Stym, a blink, or a little 
ſight of a thing. 

Suddle, to ſully or defile. 

Sumph, blockhead. 

Sunkan, ſplenetic. 

Sunkots, ſomething. 

Sutor, ſhoemaker. 

Swaird, the ſurface of the 
graſs. 

Swak, to throw, caſt with 
force. 
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Swankies, clever young fel- 
lows. 

Swarf, to ſwoon away. 

Swap, to exchange. 

Swaſh, ſquat, fuddled. 

Swatch, a pattern. 

Swats, ſmall ale. 

Swecht, burden, weight, 
force. 

Sweer, lazy, ſlow. 

Sweeties, confections. 

Swelt, ſuſtocated, choaked 
to death. 

Swith, begone quickly. 

Swinger, {tout wencher. 

Swither, to be doubtful 
whether ro do this or 
that. | N 

Sybows, a ſpecies of ſmall 
Onions. 


Syne, afterwards, then. 


FT 


T* XE L, an arrow. 
Taid, toad. 

Tane, taken, 

Tane, the one. 

Taiken, token; 

Tangles, ſea-weed. 

Tap, a head. Such a quan- 
tity of lint as ſpinſters put 
upon the diſtaff, is called 
a Lint-tap. 

Tape, to uſe any thing ſpa» 
ringly. 
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Tappit- hen, the Scotch quart 
ſtoup. 

Tarrow, to refuſe what we 
love, from a croſs hu- 
mour. 

Tartan, croſs ſtripped ſtuff 
of various colours, check- 
ered, The Highland plaid. 

Taſs, a little dram-cup. 

Tate, a ſmall lock of hair, 

or any little quantity of 
wool, cotton, &c. 

Taunt to mock. 

Tawpy, a- fooliſh .wench: 

Taz, a whip or ſcourge. 

Fed, to ſcatter, ſpread. 

Tee, a little earth, on 
which gameſters at the 

gouf ſet. their balls be- 
tore they ſtrike them off. 

Teen or Tynd, anger, rage, 
ſorrow. 

Tenſome, the number of ten. 

Tent, attention. Tenty, 

__ cautious. 

Teugh; tough. 

'Thack, thatch. Thacker, 
thatcher. 

Thae, thoſe. 

Tharms, ſmall tripes. 

Theek, to thatch. 

Thir, theſe. 

'Thirled, hound, * 

'Thole, to endure, ſuffer. 

Thouſe, thou ſhalt. 

Thow, thaw. 

Thowleſs, unaQtive, filly, 

lazy, heavy. 

Thraw-crook, a crooked 


nn 


ſtick for twiſting hay or 
ſtraw ropes. 

Thrawart, froward, croſs, 
crabbed. 

Thrawin, ſtern and croſs- 
grained. 

Fhreep, to aver, alledge, 
urge, and affirm boldly. 
Thud, a blaſt, blow, ſtorm, 
or the violent ſound of 
theſe. Cry'd, heh at ilka 
thud; 7. e. gave a groan 

at every blow. 

Tid, tide or time; proper 
time; as, Hetook the tid. 

Tift. good order, health. 

Tight, neat. 

Tine, to loſe. 

Tike, dog. | 

Tinkler, tinker. 

Tinſel, loſs. | 

Vip, or tippony, ale ſold for 
2 d. the Scotch pint. 

Tir at the pin, rap with the 
knocker. 

Tirl or tir, to uncover a 
houſe, or undreſs a per- 
ſon ; ſtrip one naked. 
Sometimes a ſhort action 
is named a Tirle; as, 
They took a tirle of 
dancing, drinking, &c. 

Fitty, ſiſter. 

Tocher, portion, dowry. 

Tod, a fox. 

Todling, reeling, tottering. 

Tooly, to fight. A a or 
quarrel, 

Toam, empty; applied to 


Tint, loſt, 


r 
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a barrel, purſe, houſe, Sc. 
Item, to empty. 

Toſh, tight, neat. 

'Fovy, warm, pleaſant, half 
fuddled, 

To the fore, in being, alive, 

unconſumed. 

Touſe or touzle, to rumple, 
teaze. 

Tout, the ſound of a horn 
or trumpet. 

Tow, a rope, A Tyburn 
neck - lace, or St Johnitoun 
ribband. 

Towmond, a year or twelve- 
month. 

Trewes, hoſe and breeches 
all of a piece. 

Trig, neat, handſome.. 

Troke, exchange. 

True, to true, truſt, be- 
lieve ; as, True ye /ae ? 
or Love gars me true ye. 

Trencher, wooden platter. 

Tryſt, appointment: 

Twin, to part with; to ſe- 
parate from. 

Twitch, touch. 

Twinters, ſheep of two 
years old: 

Tydie, plump, fat, lucky. 

Tynd, vide Teen. 

Tyſt, to entice, ſtir up, al- 
lure. 


U. 
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Ugſome, hateful, nauſeons, 


horrible. 

Umwhile, the late, or de- 
ceaſed, ſome time ago, 
Of old. | 

Undocht or wandocht, a 
lilly, weak perſon. 

Uneith, not eaſy. 

Ungeard, naked; not clad, 
unharnefled. 

Unko or unco, uncouth,, 
ſtrange. 

Unlooſome, unlovely. 


Vougy, elevated, proud. 
That boaſts or brags of 
any thing. 


0 


AD or wed, pledge, 
wager, pawn; alſo, 
would. 
Waff, wandering by itſelf. 
Wak, moiſt, wet. 
W akrife, wakeful. 
Waladay! alas! welloday! 
Wale, to pick and chuſe.. 
The wale, . e. the beſt.. 
Wallets, bags. 
Wallop, to move ſwiftly, 
with much agitation. 
Wally, choſen, beautiful, 
large. . A bonny wally;, 
1. e. a fine thing. 
Wame, womb. 
Wamill, ſtomach turns. 
Wandought, want of dought;. 
impotent, 
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Waneaſe, uneaſineſs. 
Wangrace, wickedneſs, want 
. of prace. 
Wap, a ſudden ſtroke. 
War, worſe. 
Ware, gouds, to ſpend. 
Warlock, wizard. 
Wat or wit, to know. 
Waught; a large draught. 
Waughts, drinks largely. 
Weariftu', woeful. 
ee, little; as, A wanton 
wee thing. 
Wean or wee ane, a child. 


Ween, thought, imagined, 


ſuppoſed. 

Weer, to ſtop or oppoſe. 

Weir, war. 

Weird, fate or deſtiny. 

Weit, rain. 

Werſh, inſipid, wallowifh, 
wanting ſalt. 

Weſtlin, weſtern. 

Whang, a large portion of 
any thing. | 

Whauk, whip, beat, flog. 

Whid, to fly quickly. A 
whid is a haſty flight. 

Whilk, which. 

Whilly, to cheat. 
wha, a cheat. 

Whinging, whining, ſpeak- 
ing with a doleful tone. 

Whinger, hanger. 


Whins, furze. WE 
Wahr 


W hiſht. huſht. 
pe 
Whutk, to pulk out haſtily. 


W hilly- 


ace. 


Whomilt, 


RN 
turned upſide 


down, 
Wight, ſtout, clever, active, 
item, a man or perſon. 
Wilks, perriwinkles. 
Wimpling, a turning back- 
ward and foreward, wind- 
ing like the meanders of 
a river. 
Win or won, to reſide, 
dwell, 
Winna, will not, 
Winnocks, windows. 
Winſom, gaining, deſirable; 
agreeable, complete, 
large; we ſay, My 
winuſome love. 
Wirrykow, a bygbear. 
Wiſent, parched, dry, wi- 
thered. 
Wiſtle, to exchange (mo- 
ney. ) 
Witherſhins, croſs motion, 
or againſt the ſun. 
Won, to reſide, to dwell. 
Woo or W, wool; as in 
the whim of making five 
words out of four let- 
ters, thus, 2, a, e, 1; 
(i. e.) Is it all one wool? 
Wood, mad. 


Woody, the gallows.. 


Wordy, worthy. 

Wow! ſtrange! wonder- 
ful! 

Wrath, a ſpirit, or phan- 
tom. 


Wreaths (of ſnow), when 
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keaps of it are blown to- 
gether by the wind. 

W yling, inclining. To wyſe, 
to lead, train. 
Wyſon, the gullet. 
Wyte, to blame. Blame. 

Y 


YAMPH, to bark, or 
make a noiſe like little 
dogs. 
Yap, hungry, having a long- 
ing deſire for any thing. 
Lamers, a cry of fowls, as, 
ca, ca. 


Yealtou, yea wilt thou, 


Yed, to contend, wrangle. 

Yeld, barren, as a cow 
that gives no milk. 

Yerk, to do any thing with 
celerity. 

Yerd, earth. 

Yelk, the hiccup. 

Yett, gate. 

Yeltreen, yeſternight. 

Yied, went. 

Youdith, youthfulneſs. 

Yowden, wearied. 

Yowls, howlings, ſcreams; 

Youwf, a ſwinging blow. 

uke, the itch. 

Yule, Chriſtmas, 
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